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GliJHiLl 

Broadway  at  Lawrence  Ave.     "Chicago's  Most  Exclusive  Cafe" 

'^Collegiate  Night  Every  Friday" 

Beautiful  Loving  Gup  Given  to  Best  Dancing  Couple 


/iESSR'S 
LEON  AND 
SWEITZER 
PRESENT 


Americas 
_    Greatest 
FGafcEntertdincr 


Green  Mill  Follies 

An  exhilarating,  spicy,  dancing  revue 

produced  by  Billy  Rankin 

Oh  Boy!  what  a  chorus 

SOL  WAGNER  AND  HIS  ORCHESTRA 

8-Course  Table  d'Hote  Dinner 
Leo  Nelson,  IVlanager  Phone  Sunnyside  3400 
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Vera   Megowen's 

Tea  Shops 

French  Provencal  Room 
514  Main  St.,  Evanston 

Early  American  Room 
501  Davis  St.,  Evanston 


Step  into  one  of  these  charming 
tea  rooms  .  .  .  and  you  step  into  the 
spirit  of  another  world!  The  French 
Provencal  Room  ...  a  bit  of  old  Nor- 
mandy, perfect  to  its  smallest  detail 
.  .  .  warm  with  color,  and  delightfully 
restful!  The  charming  restraint  and 
quiet  dignity  of  the  Early  American 
Room  .  .  .  authentic  throughout! 

Vera  Megowen  presides  not  only 
over  every  detail  of  the  furnishings 
.  .  .  but  she  also  personally  supervises 
the  delicious  food  and  the  exquisite 
service.  Miss  Megowen's  cuisine  is  fa- 
mous. .  .  .  She  is  scrupulously  careful 
to  offer  you  the  very  best  obtainable, 
prepared  in  the  finest  manner.  She 
serves  only  fresh  vegetables  throughout 
the  year. 


Afternoon  Tea  Fountain 

Luncheon  Dinner 

Sunday  Dinner 


'-^>^ 


Breakfast    Served    from 

6:45  to  9:30  in  the 
French  Provencal  Room 
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Try  Holding  TKein  Up 

For  FRANCE! 

Parents  are  good  80uls  . . .  positively  weak- 
minded  about  education. -:-Ea8ie8t  thing  in  the 
world  to  make  them  see  travel  as  a  cultural 
influence  ...  they  always  fall.  -:- And  what 
couldn't  you  do  with  a  year  of  France,  tucked 
in  between  college  and  buckling  down? 
Tell  them  you've  got  to  see  history  on  the 
hoof. .  .  get  the  international  viewpoint  on  the 
spot.. .  polish  up  your  French  for  social,  pro- 
fessional or  business  purposes  . .  .  acquire  a 
European  background  for  your  American 
opinions. -:- Then,  with  a  nice  little  letter  of 
credit,  you  can  do  all  these  worthy  things ... 
and  have  the  time  of  times. 
The  French  Line  gives  you  France  from  the 
second  you  cross  "the  longest  gangplank  in 
the  world"  at  the  New  York  end.  -:-  The  "He 
de  France",  the  "Paris  "  and  the  "France"  are 
the  aristocrats  of  the  service  .  .  .  one  of  the 
three  sails  each  Saturday.  -:-  If  finances  have 
to  be  carefully  considered,  the  first  two  have 
Tourist  Third  Class  accommodations.  -:-  The 
"De  Grasse" and  the  " Rochambeau" . . . cahia 
liners . . .  are  favorites  with  the  after-college  set. 

information  front  any  authorized  French  Line  Agent 
or  write  direct  to  19  State  Street,  JVeu>  York  City 

French  Line  Officers  and  Stewards  Converse  in  English 


Reflective  Flora  opines:    "People  who 
live  in  glass  houses  shouldn't !" — Satyr. 


"You  can  tell  a  country  girl." 
"Yes,     but    will    she    listen?" — Old 
Maid. 


Burglar:  What  happened  to  your 
wife? 

No.  I  :  She  had  her  face  lifted. 

No.  2:  Who  do  you  suspect? — Ban- 
ter. 


Judge:  I  fine  you  a  dollar  and  ten 
cents  for  beating  your  wife. 

Prisoner:  I  don't  object  to  the  dol- 
lar, but  what's  the  ten  cents  for  ? 

Judge:  That's  the  Federal  tax  on 
amusements. — Bison. 


Teacher:  Give  a  sentence  using  the 
word  "etiquette." 

Johnny:  The  ferocious  lion  was 
hungry,  so  he  et  a  cat  that  happened  to 
cross  his  path. — Log. 


BERG  &  ISENBERG 

106  WEST  LAKE  STREET 
CHICAGO 

Our  Spring  Line  of 

Suits  and  Topcoats 

Now  On  Display 

Hundreds  of  fine  Garments  made 
exclusively  for  the  University 
Man.    Authentically    Styled. 

You  will  be  delighted  to  select 
your  Spring  garment  from  this 
wonderful  stock  of  clothing. 

Priced  from  ^29^0  to  HS^o 

A  Saving  of  at  least  $15  on  each  garment 
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Chem.    Prof. :  What    is    a    reducing 
agent? 

Over  Weight :     I  wish  I  knew, 
tried  everything. — Old  Maid. 


I've 


Rejected  Suitor  (to  the  girl  who 
turned  him  down)  :  Well,  Mabel,  my 
best  wishes  for  your  happiness,  and  may 
all  your  little  ones  be   troubles ! — Col- 


"How  does  your  tonsilitis  feel?" 
''Oh,   sorta   down   in   the   mouth. "- 
Satyr. 


She:  Why  didn't  you  shave  before 
taking  me  to  Prom  ? 

He:     I  did. 

She:    When? 

He:  Just  before  I  came  over  to  wait 
for  you.^Octopus. 


Him :  Would  you  care  to  go  to  Pre- 
Prom  dance? 

Her:     Oh,  I'd  be  delighted. 

Him :  Well,  will  you  buy  your  ticket 
from  me? — Octopus. 


First  devil,  *'I  have  an  idea.  There 
ought  to  be  a  big  de- 
mand for  Life  Savers 
down  here." 

Second devil,"YovL  mean — as  a  relief 
from  thirst?" 

First  devil,  "Exactly.  It  ought  to  wow 
them  in  the  Styx!" 


.  .  On  Friday  nite 

The  Limehouse  is  a  cozy,  delight- 
ful place  for   the  Northwestern 
man  to  take  his  date — close  to 
the  campus  —  and  the  music 
is — oh!  so  entrancing! 

It's  the  Tiling! 


6th,7th  and  SthTours 

TO 

RUSSIA 

Are  now  being  organized  by  the 
Amalgamated  Trust   and   Savings   Bank 

Moscow^,  The  Caucasus 
Odessa,  The  Volga 

Eight  other  itineraries  to  select  from  —  7  to 
43  days  in  Russia;  Tours  every  month. 

Price  $400  and  Up 


Students  with  wide 

Tours     and     Round 

acquaintance      can 

Trip    Tickets     sold 

earn  a  Free   Round 

on    all    lines    to  all 

Trip.      Write  or  see 

Countries     by      our 

us    for    particulars. 

TRAVEL    DEPARTMENT 

Special  Facilities  for  Student  Groups 

Amalgamated  Trust  and  Savings  Bank 

111  W.  Jackson  Blvd.,  Cor.  Clark  St. 
Telephone:  Harrison  5567 

Representing  in  Chicago  "The  Russtourist," 
the  only  official  Travel  Bureau  in  Moscow. 

(Ask  for  Booklet  "R,"  which  will  give  you  more  details) 


PATRONIZE    PARROT    AD  VERTI  SERS  — THE  Y     HAVE 
THE    BEST    OF    WHAT    YOU    WANT 
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First  Charwoman :  My  husband  is  a 
man  of  letters,  I'll  have  you  know! 

Second  Charwoman :  Yes,  I  know. 
He  delivers  on  our  street. 


For  most  men,  a  trip  to  Paris  turns 
out  to  be  just  a  lot  of  damp-foolishness. 


"Has  Lois  traveled  much  before?" 
"I  should  say  not!     Why,  she  turned 
positively  scarlet  when  I  mentioned  be- 
ing on  the  berth  deck." 


When  you  have  just  impressed  the 
girl  friend  of  what  an  experienced  trav- 
eler you  are,  and  how  seaworthy,  and 
your  chum  makes  a  crack  about  how 
many  times  you  were  sick  on  your  only 
boat-trip,  across  Lake  Michigan — be 
nonchalant — light  into  him. — C. 


Early  to  bed  and  early  to  rise  may 
make  you  strong,  but  it  don't  make  you 
wise. — Old  Maid. 


Charungawff:  The  photographer 
says  he  lost  my  negative. 

Linguzalrr:  Is  he  positive? — Col- 
umns. 


Waiter:     Prunes  or  oatmeal,  ma'm? 
Dora:     Don't  tell  me,  let  me  guess! 
—Old  Maid. 


"Why,  Paul,  what  are  you  worried 
about?  Aren't  you  a  big  shot  in  the  per- 
fume business?" 

"Humph!  I  don't  know  where  my 
next  scent  is  coming  from!" — Satyr. 


"That  chap  you  were  talking  to  is  a 

very  common  person." 

"He  told  me  he  was  a  public  speaker." 
"Yes,    he    sells    fresh    vegetables    out 

loud." — Octopus. 


"What    are    you    doing    there,    little 

girl?;' 

"I'm  waiting  to  be  picked  up." 

"Be  careful,  little  girl,  or  you'll  get 

run  down." — Octopus. 


KING'S 

524  Davis  St. 


JEvanston/vIllinois. 


FRANK  SMEDBERG,  Pres. 


BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON  TEA 

DINNER 


C+J>  C^KS 
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The  sea-faring  collegian  now 
speeds  to  Europe  ...  in  the 
new   ""'Tourist  Third"  of  the 

quitania 

The  Aquitania . , .  one  of  the  world's 
largest  and  fastest  ships  ...  a  mid- 
night sailing!  ...  6  days . . .  Europe! 
Yes!  the  Aquitania  has  now  ''Tour- 
ist Third"  ...  an  entire  section  of 
the  former  second  cabin  has  been 
taken  over  and  most  attractively 
equipped  for  this  service. 
Cunard  "Tourist  Third",  always  fa- 
mous with  collegiate  travellers!  A 
large  fleet  to  choose  from;  comfort, 
informality  .  .  .  excellent  food  .  .  . 
a  care-free  atmosphere  .  .  .  conge- 
nial companionship  —  dancing  to 
the  tunes  of  a  vigorous,  vivacious 
college  orchestra . . .  swimming  and 
deck  sports  of  every  kind. 
Cunard  "Tourist  Third"  is  the 
modern,  economical  way  to  Europe 
.  .  .  frequent  sailings  to  Cherbourg, 
Southampton  . . .  Plymouth,  Havre, 
London . , .  Queenstown,  Liverpool 
.  . .  Londonderry,  Glasgow . . .  Rates 
from  $102.50  up  one  way  — 
$184.50  up  round  trip. 

CUNARD  LINE 


Your  Local  Agent  or 
346  IVorth  Michigan  Ave.,  Chicago 

THE  SHORTEST  BRIDGE  TO  EUROPE 
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H^  slept  in 
a  bathtub.*?!! 


TgECAUSE  — as  usual  all  the  STCA 
cabins  were  sold — and  he  simply  had 
to  go — all  his  friends  were  aboard — he'd 
intended  to  book  anyway — it  was  a  case 
of  take  him  or  he'd  stow  away — 


STCA 

is  the  Avay  to  Europe 
maintained  entirely 
for  college  people  and 
those  of  similar  tastes 
(applications  required) 
— at  the  infinitesimal 
round  trip  rate  of 
$184.50  to  $208,  Tour- 
ist Third  Cabin — beside 
comfort,     cleanliness. 


See  .  .  . 


Garrett  Leverton, 
Annie  May  Swift 
Hall. 

WiUa  Wells, 

1634  Lincoln  Street. 

or  the 


and  careful  cuisine 
you  find  the  best  lec- 
turers, crack  college 
orchestras — and  all 
your  friends  —  Europe 
means  more  the  STCA 
way  —  Avoid  the  bath- 
tub predicament  — 
Book  early  and  don't 
be  left  waving  on  the 
Pier! 


{  Don't  miss  the  STCA  movie  when  it  comes  to  town!} 


She  was  only  an  upholsterer's  daugh- 
ter, but  divan  looking  and  full  of  good 
chair.    You  can  bed  she  knows  her  stuff. 


He:  ''Darling  I  must  make  a  confes- 
sion. I  once  stole  sixtv  thousand  dol- 
lars." 

She:    "Have  you  still  got  it?" 

Sour  Old. 


"Why  don't  you  smoke  ?" 

"I  hate  walking,  I  don't  cough,  I'm 
satisfied,  and  who  cares  for  a  few  cents 
an3\vay  ?" 

M'ampus. 


"Conductor!     Help  me  off  the  train?" 

"Sure." 

"You  see,  I'm  stout  and  I  have  to  get 
off  the  train  backwards,  the  porter  thinks 
I'm  getting  on  and  gives  me  a  shove  on 
again,  I'm  five  stations  past  my  destina- 
tion now." 

Broiin  Jug. 


"Every  time  she  smiles  it  reminds  me 
of  a  Pullman  car  at  8  o'clock  in  the 
evening." 

"Howsat?" 

"No  lowers,  and  verv  few  uppers 
left." 

IVampus. 


Liza  went  into  a  drug  store  and  asked 
for  a  penny's  worth  of  insect  powder. 

Clerk — Why,  lady,  that  isn't  enough 
to  wrap  up. 

Liza — I  ain't  asked  you  to  wrap  it  up 
— jes'  blow  it  down  my  back. 

Bison. 


WOMEN'S  EXCHANGE 
CAFETERIA 

1627  CHICAGO  AVENUE 

'* >«».=— —s« 

OPEN  SUNDAYS 

WEEK  DAYS  SUNDAYS 

No  Breakfast  No  Breakfast 


11:00  to  2:00 
5:00  to  8:00 


11:00  to  2:30 
5:00  to  8:00 


TWENTY  THREE  YEARS 
Same  management  Same  good  food    _,,_, 
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Delicious  and  Refreshing 
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8 

M  I  LLION 
A    DAY 


IT    WON'T    BE    LONG 
NOW.    AND  THE  PAUSE. 
-^^      THAT'S     COMING  MAY 
NOT    BE  SO  REFRESH- 
ING AS   SOME  OTHERS 
WE    KNOW    OF. 

The  moral  is  to  avoid  situa- 
tions where  it  is  impossible  to 
pause  and  refresh  yourself  — 
because  whenever  you  can't  is 
when  you  most  wish  you  could. 
Fortunately,  in  normal  sifiairs 
there's  always  a  soda  fountain  or 
refreshment  stand  around  the 
corner  from  anywhere   with 
plenty  of  ice-cold  Coca-Cola 
ready.  And  every  day  in  the  year 
8  million  people  stop  a  minute, 
refresh  themselves  with  this  pure 
drink  of  natural  flavors  and  areoS 
again  with  the  zest  of  a  fresh  start. 
The  Coca-Cola  Company,  Atlanta,  Ga. 


I  T 


HAD 


f 

T  O 


B  E 


GOOD 


T  O 


GET 


YOU    CAN'T    BEAT  THE 
PAUSE  THAT  REFRESHES 


WHERE 


_J 
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lenty  of  Records 
to  be  broken,  yet! 

T  may  not  be  as  serious  as  it  seems  that 
not  every  undergraduate  in   college 


can  "make  the  team." 

The  world  beyond  the  campus  is 
full  of  teams  to  which  well-nigh  every 
man  is  eligible  who  has  the  will  to  be. 


Industry  —  the  telephone-making  in- 
dustry, in  particular — moves  forward  on 
a  broad  front.  Its  problems  are  many: 
Work  involving  closer  co-ordination  be- 
tween   groups.     A    better    seal    at    the 

base  of   a   tiny  switchboard    lamp. 

A  new  and  revolutionary  industrial 

process  to  be  evolved.    All  kinds  of 

records  to  be  broken ! 
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TRAVEL  NUMBER 


A  Senator's  Memoirs  from 
Travel  Abroad 

Thursday,  June  26th. 

Left  New  York  Harbor.  Tugs 
tugged  us  out  of  same.  Headed  for  the 
broad  blue  sea  which  nourishes  our  land. 
Sighted  big  fleet  of  boats  of  all  countries 
hovering  on  the  liquor  fence  for  U.  S. 
Passed  out  beyond  the  twelve  mile  limit 
and  kept  steaming  along. 

July  2nd. 

Boat  grounded  on  a  rock  at  Plymouth. 
Came  ashore  in  a  breeches-buoy  and  boy, 
what  it  did  to  my  breeches.  Drank  some 
English  ale  to  get  warmed  up.  Arrived 
at  London  in  a  fog. 

July  4th. 

Saw  Prince  of  Wales  riding  a  horse. 
Hired  a  cab  and  followed  him  for  five 
pounds  worth.  No  luck.  Returned  to 
London  and  had  a  big  dinner  with  the 
boys  at  Jerry's  Saloon.  Went  out  later. 
July  loth. 

Arrived  Paris.  This  is  a  crooked  city. 
Got  lost  in  the  winding  streets.  Argued 
with  gendarme  about  where  I  was  and 
was  told  when  I  reached  the  Bastile. 

July  i8ih. 

Berlin.  Visited  Heidelburg.  Met 
the  Student  Prince.  Pledged  fraternity 
— got  honorable  third  degree,  and  was 
given  title  of  stewed,  also.  Gave  my 
corp  chore  of  putting  me  to  bed. 

July  24th. 

Arrived  Venice.  Dodged  Doge's  pal- 
ace with  sight-seers.  Gondaleer  took 
me  for  a  ride  in  the  canals  used  for 
streets.  Studied  marine  life.  Saw  lots 
of  gutta-perchas.  Measurements  too 
large  to  cross  bridge  of  sighs. 
July  27th. 

Spent  day  roaming  around  Rome. 
Saw  Coliseum.  No  fights  going  on. 
Saw  Mussolini  from  a  distance — put  on 
my  black  shirt  and  got  by  O.  K.  Heard 
Mussolini  talk  to  hired  crowd.  He 
speaks  with  Italian  accent.  Very  dis- 
gusting. 


«=fclji^eO'8»''f7 


"Sambo,  you  say  ahtn  late 
foh  dinnah?" 

"Yassah,  yassah — everybody's 
eaten." 


August  Jrd. 

Arrived  Constantinople.  Town  has 
no  order  about  it.  Everything  harum- 
scarum.  Place  just  full  of  foreigners. 
Bum  hotel.  Turkish  insects  all  around. 
Bought  Murads  for  a  smoke — cost  three 
times  as  much  as  at  home.  Used  ciga- 
rette holder. 
August  6th. 

Am  on  steamer  bound  for  home,  trav- 
eling   Mediterranean.       Saw    Rock    of 
Gibraltar  just  now.     Seems  to  be  stand- 
ing up  pretty  well. 
August  lOth. 

Met  two  charming  college  girls. 
Played  quoits  and  other  games  with 
them.  Told  me  they'd  be  right  back. 
That  was  yesterday.  Think  they  must 
have  fallen  overboard. 
August  nth. 

Bad  storm  today.     Ship  off  schedule, 
course,    bearings    and    level.       Captain 
frantic.     Feel  like  two  captains. 
August  17th. 

Passed  over  the  bar  twelve  miles  out 
and  entered  New  York  Harbor.  Glad 
to  see  old  town  again.  Inspectors  got 
it  .  .  .  almost  all  .  .  .  forgot  to  use 
pulmotor.  Ship  dropped  anchor,  so  we 
had  to  stop.  Carried  ashore  by  my  col- 
leagues. Very  broadening  trip.  Weighed 
219  when  left,  gained  twenty  pounds. 
Meals  on  the  boat,  at  that,  were  only 
fair. 
August  1 8th. 

Arrived     in     Washington.       Capital 
trip. 

Darrell  Ware. 


By  Jove,  No ! 

No  travel  number  would  be  complete 
without  resurrecting  the  one  about  the 
American  who  was  visiting  Vesuvius 
with  a  party  of  Englishmen.  "Boy! 
It's  sure  smoky  and  hot  as  hell  in  there, 
ain't  it?"  exclaimed  the  American,  peer- 
ing into  the  crater.  An  Englishman  re- 
garded him  through  his  monocle  for  a 
moment,  and  then  asked,  "Is  there  any- 
where you  Americans  haven't  been?" 
—C. 
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She 

Had  stumbled  on 

Through  the  blinding 

Snow.     Had  gone 

AVith  him  without 

A  word  of 

Complaint, 

Along  the  cold  crowded 

Streets 

While  the  chilling 

Gusts  of 

Wind  howled  around 

Street 

Corners  of 

High  buildings  standing 

Cold  and 

Unsympathetic  in  their 

Majestic  silence. 

They  had  crossed  the 

Bridge  under 

Which  ran  the 

River  cold  and 

Uninviting  far 

Below. 


Heart  Breaking 

She  had  gone 

Out  with  him  many  times 

Before.     She  had  satisfied 

His  slightest 

Whim.     She  had 

Been  faithful  to  him 

There  was  no  doubt 

Of  that. 

She  hadn't  questioned  his 

Purpose  but 

Allowed  herself  to 

Be  led  by 

Him. 

Now 

Reward.  .   .   .  Dead  upon  the 

Highwav — helpless, 

Still 

Silent,  her  torn 

Lifeless  body  growing 

Cold. 

He  had  choked  her.   "Poor 

Lizzie,"  he  exclaimed  as  he 

Turned  the 

Crank.   .   .   . 


.\\\l/ 


St.   Pete — "Honinell   did   you   get   In 
Oscar — "Flu." 


"Is  he  strictly  Jewish?" 
"Is  he?     Why,  he's  so  Jenish  he  takes  the 
pigs  out  of  animal  crackers." 


Eight  Lines  About  Sevens 

Two  little  cubes  which  gleam  invitingly, 

Two  little  casual  toys, 
Each  with  its  great  appeal  for  me.  .  .  . 

But  loaded  by  the  other  boys. 


Two    little    dice    with    their    blackened 
eyes, 
Nothing,  I  know,  but  decoys, 
Leading  me  on  to  a  pairadice 
Which  is  run  by  the  other  bovs. 
D.  W. 


O-OO-OH! 

He  lay  prone,  raised  on  one  elbow,  his 
eyes  turned  upward,  fixed  upon  her  face 
as  she  looked  down  at  him.  Looking  at 
her  in  silence,  he  has  a  strange  expression 
in  his  eyes — not  hatred,  not  love,  but  a 
queer,  half-uncomprehending  stare. 

His  eyes  were  filling  with  tears  now, 
and  as  she  watched,  one  solitary  drop 
escaped,  trickled  down  his  nose,  and 
dropped  unheeded  upon  his  hand.  His 
lips  were  quivering,  and  presently  they 
opened  slightly — still  more — and  he 
gave  himself  up  to  a  hearty  yawn.  "Gee, 
Ma,  I'm  sleepy,"  he  grunted.  "Whadja 
wake  me  up  for,  huh?' — C. 


"Jones   is  down   with   a  bad   case   of 
Speakeasy  Throat."' 

"Na,  na,  the  Whoopee  cough." 

The  Gargoyle. 


/    Clerk:    Are  you  an  orphan? 

/     Chicagoan:       I    don't    know    yet, 

haven't  seen  the  morning  papers. 

Loff. 
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''Was  your  mother  annoyed  when  she  saw  me  kiss  you?" 

"Oh,  no — she  thought  you  were  just  one  of  the  hoys  I'm  engaged  to.' 


Lament 

There's  nothing  in  this  life  that  takes 
Us  down  when  we're  elated 

Like  running  with  all  might  and  main 
To  miss  the  elevated. 


To 

Oh,  let  it  be  said  we  have  sung 
Of  the  gal  with  the  one  extra  lung. 
She  can  talk  j'ou  to  death 
With  the  words  of  one  breath, 
And  her  favorite  boiled  meat  is  tongue. 


HOW    SHAKESPEARE    SHOULD 
HAVE  WRITTEN  MACBETH 
Macbeth  was  a  guy  with  no  peer 
At  stabbing  his  enemies  dear, 

But  when  big  bold  Macdui? 

Cut  Macbeth's  neck  so  ruff, 

His   men    said,    "What's   coming   off 
here?" 


HEARD  OX  THE  DANCE  FLOOR 

She — Isn't  the  floor  slippery  this  eve- 
ning, Fred? 

He — No  ;  I  polished  mv  shoes  tonite. 
SLAP! 


"Shall  we  join  the  ladies?" 
"What    do   you    think    I    am, 
penter ?" 


"My  rose,"  he  whispered  tenderly  as 
he  pressed  her  velvet  cheek  to  his. 

"My  cactus,"  she  said  as  she  touched 
his  face. 


Dear  Old  Lady:  "Captain,  would 
you  please  help  me  find  my  stateroom?" 

Captain:  "Have  you  forgotten  what 
number  it  is,  madam?" 

D.  O.  L. :  "Yes,  but  I'll  know  it  if 
I  see  it  again,  because  there  was  a  light- 
house just  outside  the  window." 


MEXICO! 

A  car  full  of  young  people  was  driv- 
ing close  to  the  Mexican  border  when 
it  was  stopped  for  examination  by  some 
soldiers.  They  were  going  through  the 
usual  procedure  of  examining  the  bot- 
tom of  the  car,  when  one  sweet  young 
thing  piped  up: 

"What  are  you  looking  for?" 

"Arms,"  replied  the  sergeant. 

"Why,"  she  exclaimed,  "it's  all  legs 
down  there." 


AN  ENGLISH  JOKE 

Copy-reader:  I  see  here  that  an  Eng- 
lish General  was  badly  cut  in  opening  a 
wine  bottle.  What  sort  of  a  heading 
shall  I  put  to  it  ? 

Editor:  Oh,  just  say,  "Serious  acci- 
dent to  British  man-o'-war  in  attempt- 
ing to  get  into  port." 
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"/  T//    MAN  who  has  been  as  successful  as  Jimmy  Jack- 
^f      son  does  not  owe  his  success  to  luck, — and  I  know 

C/  V  that  for  assurity  as  far  as  his  case  goes."  Dean 
Krim  wiped  a  brow  that  was  red  and  moist  and 
glared  a  disgruntled  glare  at  his  friend  and  colleague,  Doctor 
Hupper  of  the  psychology  department.  The  latter  smiled 
somewhat  sardonically  and  puffed  serenely  at  his  long 
stemmed  pipe.  "Nevertheless,  John,  my  thoughts  stand  as 
stated,"  he  said,  and  settled  down  to  hear  the  reply  he  knew 
was  forthcoming.  It  came,  immediately.  "Dear  old  fel- 
low," said  the  Dean,  trying  to  be  nice,  "sometimes  psychologj' 
is  wrong  and  this  is  one  of  those  times.  If  you  can  tell  me 
how  in  hell  a  man  is  determined  lucky  or  unlucky  I  would 
like  to  know.  What  I  know,  absolutely,  is  that  Jimmy  Jack- 
son came  to  school  four  years  ago  with  a  wardrobe  consist- 
ing of  a  suit  of  clothes  and  a  tooth  brush.  The  only  other 
thing  he  possessed  was  a  head  that  contained  brains  which 
were  willing  to  do  his  bidding.  Now,  after  his  graduation, 
we  realize  that  he  has  dominated  the  scholastic  and  social 
honors  of  his  class,  that  he  has  made  a  world's  record  in  the 
pole  vault,  has  remained  solvent,  and,  now,  is  on  a  trip 
around  the  world  at  the  expense  of  a  travel  bureau.  That 
is  not  lucky  but  is  just  downright  smart,  you'll  have  to  ad- 
mit." Doctor  Hupper  smiled  and  said:  "But" — and  so  it 
continued  on  and  on. 

Three  thousand  miles  away,  upon  the  deck  of  the  great 
ocean  liner  Lamela,  beneath  stars  and  a  moon  that  beamed 
but  one  thing,  and  that, — contentment,  was  Jimmy  Jackson. 
He  stood  in  the  bow  of  the  boat  with  his  well-formed  head 
faced  towards  the  great  ceiling  of  blue  grey  and  silver.  But 
his  thoughts  were  not  drinking  in  the  beauty  of  the  night; 
instead  his  eyes  had  that  blank  stare  that  eyes  have  when 
they  are  dreaming.  And  his  problem  tonight  was, — well, 
you  may  have  guessed, — women. 

Women!  Women!  Women!  Confound  them,  anyhow. 
Thus  far  the  trip  had  been  a  success,  socially.  Eight 
girls  had'  infatuated  him,  eight  of  the  fairest  coeds  the  trip 
had  unearthed.  And  they  had  loved  him,  too.  One  could 
tell  that,  by  their  actions,  and  realize  it,  by  one  look  at  Jimmy. 
He  was  not  good  looking,  but  he  was  fine  looking.  There 
was  something  about  him  that  you  liked  right  of¥,  maybe 
his  smile  which  broke  like  a  ray  of  sunshine  through  a  clouded 
sky,  or  maybe  it  was  his  eyes,  which  were  blue  and  twinkly. 
Nevertheless,  he  had  something 
that  one  liked  at  sight.  And, 
then,  of  course,  he  was  smart. 
Life  hadn't  been  easy,  but  he 
had  gotten  control  of  it  finally. 
But  these  women  .  .  .  Mary, 
well,  she  was  all  right,  that  is, 

until  she  began  to  talk,  and  then,  well  how  in  the  world 
could  one  person  talk  so  much  and  say  so  little?  .  .  .  Helen, 
too  wealthy  for  her  to  live  it  down  .  .  .  and  Jane,  as  light 
on  her  feet  as  a  fairy  and  as  pretty,  only  .  .  .  Ruth,  well 
maybe,  but  when  he  had  told  her  she  was  a  coquette,  he  had 
meant  it,  and  the  fact  kind  of  irked  him  a  little.  .  .  .  Elea- 
nor, damn  sweet,  and  kind  of,  well,  inspiring  almost ;  and  her 
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way  of  seeming  indifference,  well,  it  did  intrigue  and  make 
her  a  delightful  puzzle  worth  solving  .  .  .  and  Muriel,  and 
Mildred,  and  Maxine,  oh  rot,  what  did  they  all  matter? 
Women, — as  numerous  as  shells  upon  a  seashore  and  as  in- 
significant. 

The  strains  of  jazz  music  wafted  deckward  and  woke 
Jimmy  from  his  revery.  He  shook  himself,  muttered  some- 
thing about  "might  as  well  go  in  and  bear  it,"  straightened 
a  tie  that  had  gone  awry,  then  strolled  lazily  in  the  direction 
of  the  music.  Inside  the  hall,  dancing  couples  whirled  and 
hopped  in  mad  confusion  to  the  tune  of  the  college  band  the 
Lamela  boasted  of  in  its  advertisement.  Everybody  was 
there,  Ruth,  Mary,  Mildred,  Muriel, — the  whole  damn 
bunch,  and  he  supposed  that  he'd  have  to  dance  with  them  all. 
Oh  well,  to  the  task.  But  he'd  wait  awhile.  There  was 
Betty  Barrows,  as  usual  surrounded  by  her  six  or  seven  ad- 
mirers. The  most  popular  girl  on  the  boat,  Jimmy  had  to 
admit.  She  was  beautiful,  cultured,  and  to  dance  with  her 
was  to  taste  of  heaven.  But  Jimmy  had  never  dated  her, 
not  once  during  the  entire  tour.  He  was  always  restrained 
with  the  thought  that  she  was  too  popular ;  so  she  adopted  an 
indifferent  air  and  became  none  too  cordial  to  him.  To- 
night, however,  she  was  exceptionally  beautiful.  Her  simple 
blue  dress,  caught  adroitly  at  the  waist  by  a  brown  leather 
belt,  clung  to  her  figure  in  a  most  prepossessing  way  and 
was  becoming.  Her  slim  legs,  attired  in  brown  silk  hosiery, 
appeared  just  exactly  where  they  should  from  beneath  the 
dress  and  ran  away  into  high  heeled  pumps  of  brownish  hue. 
Her  hair  was  caught  in  a  roll  upon  her  neck,  and  disclosed 
her  ears  which  were  small  and  pink.  All  in  all,  she  became 
a  most  desirous  object  to  have  within  one's  arms  as  the  music 
started  again.  She  was  whirled  away  with  Bob,  the  latter 
smiling  triumphantly  at  his  success. 

But  the  smile  faded  a  moment  later  when  a  finger  touched 
him  upon  the  back  and  whispered  "Cut!"     Betty  settled  into 
Jimmy's  arms  as  though  she  was  made  to  settle  there.     Her 
eyes  which  had  held  a  look  of  amazement  closed  after  the 
first  whispered  "hello"  and  her  head  settled  upon  his  shoulder 
in   frank  abandon.      No  word  was  spoken  henceforth ;  the 
music  did  the  rest.     For  ten  short  minutes,  the  music  played 
havoc  with  their  hearts  and  souls.    For  ten  minutes  the  floor 
became  a  fluffi,'  cloud  which  bent  and  fluffed  as  each  chord 
was    played.      And    when    the 
dance  was  ended  and  Jimmy  had 
squeezed    her    hand    and    had 
queried  softly,   "A  stroll  along 
the   deck?"    they    found    them- 
selves   beneath    the   moon   that 
shone    brilliantly    above.      For 
awhile  neither  spoke.     Then,  Betty  turned  and  placed  her 
hand,  which  was  small  and  white,  upon  his  arm  and  said: 
"Jimmy,  I  shall  never  forget  that  dance." 
And  Jimmy,  after  vainly  attempting  to  swallow  a  lump 
which  had  arisen  within  his  throat,  muttered : 

"Nor  shall  I,  Betty  ...  it  was  Heaven  on  earth  .  .  . 
honestly." 


by  £.  ff^.  'J^nden^  Jr. 


Then  followed  another  silence.     Each  was  seemingly  sat- 
isfied to  walk  and  dream  and  wish. 

"Why  is  it,  Betty,"  said  Jimmy,  presently,  "that  you've 
been  so  indifferent  towards  me?" 

"Why,  Jimmy,  I've  thought  the  same 
thing  about  you,"  her  eyes  stared  in  won- 
derment. 

So  they  talked  it  over,  laughed  as  they 
realized  that  the  something  which  had 
existed  between  them  had  vanished.  Ro- 
mance seemed  to  take  its  place. 

"Betty,  you,  you're  lovely,  I — " 

"And  you, — oh,  Jimmy,  do  you  know 
that  there  are  only  three  more  days?" 

"Three  more  days,  and  I  have  just  found 
you.  Oh,  Betty,  it  isn't  right,  it  isn't 
right!"  His  arms  were  about  her  and  he 
tumbled  the  words  into  her  ear. 

"We'll  make  the  best  of  the  three  days, 
h-honey.  One  minute  has  been  enough 
to  tell  me  that  I  shall  always  love  you." 
Betty  kissed  his  cheek  and  tears  welled 
to  her  eyes.  "Three  days  of  love,  sweet- 
heart; no,  I  shall  love  you  into  eternity." 

It  seemed  like  a  dream.  It  was  a 
dream.  He  would  w'ake  in  the  morning. 
But  morning  came  and  Jimmy  awoke  to 
find  that  the  dreams  were  real.  He  was 
happy,  very  happy.  On  deck  after  break- 
fast he  saw  Betty  and  she,  too,  was  very 
happy.  They  were  in  love.  There  was 
no  mistaking  it. 

That  evening  they  stood  arm  in  arm, 
watching  the  setting  sun,  a  beautiful  set- 
ting to  a  perfect  day.  Betty  looked  up 
at  Jimmy  and  said : 

"Two  days  are  all  that  is  left." 

That  evening  as  Jimmy  dressed  for 
dinner  his  thoughts  turned  to  the  future. 
But  two  days  more  remained  of  the 
voyage  and  then,  then  .  .  .  two  thou- 
sand miles  would  separate  them,  for  she 
was  to  go  on  to  Chicago  while  he  was 
to  stay  in  Frisco  and  work.  Two 
days.  .  .  . 

"You  know.  Bill,"  he  said  as  he  turned 
to  his  roommate,  "I'm  beginning  to  see 
your  point  about  Chicago  being  the  ideal 
place  to  live." 

"Oh,  yeah,"  said  Bill,  slyly,  and 
dodged  a  book  as  he  closed  the  door. 

Another  day  and  again  the  moonlight 
and  the  stars.  And  again  Betty  and 
Jirnmy  were  on  the  deck,  arm  in  arm,  happy  and  yet  unhappy. 

"One   more   day,   baby,"   said   Jimmy,   and   squeezed   her 
closer  to  him. 

"I  shall  love  you  into  eternity,"  and  her  lips  rose  and  were 


Two  days 


duly  kissed,  for  the  one  hundredth  time. 

The  boat  was  moving  rapidly  through  the  grey  waters. 
Each  moment  carried  them  closer  to  home,  and  then, — sep- 
aration. It  was  hard  to  think  of,  but  both  knew 
that  it  faced  them,  and  were  silent  because  of  it. 
Absence  makes  the  heart  grow  fonder?  Perhaps; 
perhaps  not. 

That  night,  Jimmy  wrote  something 

new  mto  his  diary.     "Lovely  Betty,"  he 

wrote,  "lovely  to  look  upon,  delightful 

to  speak  with,  and  yet,  she  is  a  woman, 

and  women  .  .  ."  he  could  not,  he  would 

not  finish.     Just  one  more 

day  and  one  more  night  and 

Betty    would     leave    him. 

Life  was  being  very,   very 

cruel. 

The  ship  ran  into  a 
storm  the  last  night,  so 
Jimmy  and  Betty  sat  in  the 
lounge  and  talked.  They 
spoke  of  the  voyage,  of  the 
way  he  had  despised  her 
and  she,  him ;  they  talked 
of  their  love,  and  of  their 
meeting,  and  of  the  future, 
and  a  million  and  one 
things.  It  was  all  very 
beautiful  and  pretty  and 
fine. 

"Lovely  Betty,"  w  h  i  s  - 
pered  Jimmy,  "tell  me,  do  you  really 
love  me?" 

"Jimmy  boy,   I   shall  love  you  into 
eternity." 

Jimmy  kissed  her,  for  such  is  love 
and  such  is  life. 
The  next  morning  the  ship  docked.  People 
scurried  here  and  there  excitedly  arranging  for 
shipment  of  baggage,  and  saying  last  minute 
good-byes  to  their  friends  of  the  voyage.  Dock 
hands  lolled  about  the  ship  and  looked  on  with 
quiet  disdain  for  these  people  who  were  flurried 
and  excited.  Betty  and  Jimmy  were  together, 
went  down  the  plank  together,  ate  together,  and 
waited  for  the  train,  together.  They  talked  of 
their  love,  how  each  would  write  each  day,  and 
how  Jimmy  would  follow  Betty  to  Chicago  as 
soon  as  possible,  and  then,  well  then,  they  would 
live  happily  ever  after. 

It  was   10:40  when  she  finally  boarded  the 
train.     Five  minutes  later  it  was  chugging  its 
heavy  way  out  of  the  station.    Jimmy  watched  it 
grow  into  a  speck  in  the  distance  before  he  turned  about. 

"Women,"  said  he,  then,  "are  as  numerous  as  shells  on 
the  seashore,  and  as  insignificant." 

And  with  a  light  step,  he  struck  out  for  home. 
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Well,  children,  your  Aunt  Polly  is 
back  with  some  more  gore.  \  esterday 
one  of  the  better  A  O  Pies  came  down  to 
the  Publications  office  in  tears,  and  asked 
for  a  more  suggestive  Parrot.  She 
claimed  our  HUMOR  was  too  clean  to 
be  interesting  (which  is  a  compliment). 
Well,  so  are  most  of  the  A  O  Pies  (which 
is  not  a  compliment). 


It  seems  that  the  Delts  are  becoming 
more  and  more  refined.  The  latest  re- 
port is  that  they  are  pledging  a  couple  of 
good  dancers.  If  this  keeps  up  they  can 
borrow  the  D.  U.  tuxedo  and  throw  a 
formal. 


And  speaking  of  the  D.  U.'s,  we  hear 
that  they  aren't  going  to  have  a  pledge 
class  next  fall.  The  reason  being,  of 
course,  that  most  of  the  Dubuque  boys 
are  going  to  the  University  of  Iowa.  It 
begins  to  look  as  if  they'll  have  to  hot- 
box  the  Monocoan  prospects. 


We  are  tired  of  watching  the  Tri- 
delts  juggle  the  Sophomore  social  chair- 
manship. The  Bur- 
rell  to  Weichmann 
to  Burrell  combina- 
tion is  leading  the 
east  squad  in  double 
plays.  Oh,  well,  now 
that  Julius  Savage 
has  crashed  through 
with  a  new  topcoat 
the  Sophs  will  be  too  broke  to  throw  an- 
other party,  so  they  won't  need  a  social 
chairman. 


Will  Lewis  still  owes  the  Prom  Com- 
mittee $.35.  This,  dear  one,  marks  a 
new  epoch  in  the  history  of  Junior 
Proms,  being  the  first  time  since  1 85 1 
that  the  Committee  could  actually  ac- 
count for  some  of  the  money  so  inno- 
centh'  entrusted  to  it. 


Now  is  the  time  to  make  a  few  "catty" 
remarks  about  the  Monocoans  and  their 
side-kicks,  the  Wranglers.     What,  chil- 
dren, just  what  were  the\-  doing  to  them 
14 


there  feline  quadrupeds  to  arouse  the 
fury  of  dear  old  S.  P.  C.  A.?  The  cul- 
prits were  tracked  to  their  respective  ken- 
nels by  the  great  Lithuanian  detective. 
Sir  Pristine  McPuIchritude,  who  ad- 
vances the  theory  that  the  boys  A\ere 
merely  interested  in  scientific  research 
and  were  not,  as  is  rumored,  in  search  of 
food. 


The  Delta  Gamma  pledges  wish  to  an- 
nounce that  they  will  not  be  present  at 
Senior  Ball.  This,  it  is  alleged,  is  be- 
cause the\'  will  be  on  probation  at  that 
time,  and  not  because  they  haven't  had 
bids.  We  felt  it  necessary  to  announce 
these  details  in  order  to  allay  the  grow- 
ing suspicions  of  some  of  the  more  prom- 
inent seniors  that  the  D.  G.'s  would 
actually  attend  the  ball. 


Eddie  ]\Iartin,  who  has  long  been  a 
firm  opponent  of  fraternity  politics,  says 
there  is  no  truth  in  the  report  that  you 
have  to  be  a  Phi  Delt  to  get  a  job  on  the 
Circus.  The  only  reason  the  Phi  Delts 
have  most  of  the  jobs  is  because  they  have 
shown  Martin  their  superior  executive 
ability.  "Down  with  Favoritism,"  says 
Martin,  "is  my  motto."  Well  Eddie, 
remember — a  Circus  of  the  Phi  Delts, 
by  the  Phi  Delts  and  for  the  Phi  Delts 
cannot  long  endure  upon  this  campus. 


The    Thetas    haven't    done    anything 
wrong  this  month.     Interesting,  if  true. 


Stew  McLaughlin  has  passed  the  avia- 
tion tests,  given  at  Champaign  by  the 
government.  After  having  associated 
with  Kit  Karstens  for  a  couple  of  years 
he  has  learned  all  the  intricacies  of  sham 
battles,  so  he  ought  to  be  able  to  keep 
from  parking  his  plane  on  church  steeple. 
Stew's  main  difficulty  will  be  in  keeping 
both  hands  on  the  controls. 


Now  that  Tiny  is  in  South  Dakota 
the  Delta  Gammas  have  nothing  in  com- 
mon with  the  Alpha  Xi  Delts ;  so  we  can 
look  forward  to  dirt,  dirty  looks,  rush- 
ing, necks,  cracks. 


With  all  the  graft  from  the  Junior 
Prom,  Colbath  ought  to  break  down  and 


get  something  to  wear  besides  Kit  Kar- 
sten's  N  sweater  and  Shorty  Rojan's 
knickers. 


Mickey  Erickson  says  he  attributes  his 
luxuriant  growth  of  hair  to  daily  use 
of  a  mixture  of  ground  glass  and  apple- 
butter. 


Bushnell  and  Ogilvie  of  the  English 
Department  were  seen  by  the  editor  last 
Saturday  night  at  one  of  Chicago's  worst 

(censored,  because  the  editor 

was  ashamed  to  be  seen  there  himself ) . 
Bushnell  is  alleged  to  have  tried  to  hide 
himself  inside  Ogilvie's  topcoat.  Ogilvie 
himself,  however,  was  inside  the  coat  at 
the  time,  so  we  take  it  that  the  rumor 
was  false. 


Late  Bull.:     Monocoans  promise  Phi 
Gam  by  1963,  or  fight. 


Ruth  Walgreen  is  still  trying  to  keep 
the  Alpha  Phis  in  the  running,  now  that 
Barbara  and  Burry  are  not  with  us.  We 
heard  rumors  of  a  stock  yard  party  that 
she  pulled  recently,  but  inasmuch  as  no 
one  could  be  found  to  furnish  the  details, 
we  believe  that  most  of  it  was  plain  bull. 
That's  enough  to  make  anyone  cow-er. 


Y'know  Al  Dunlap,  don't  you? 
She's  the  other  good  looking  Tri-Delt. 
Jessie  Brown,  a  youngster  who  is  blonde, 
beautiful,  and  wears 
red  dresses  also,  re- 
sembles Al  striking- 
ly. The  other  night 
Jessie  opened  the 
door  at  the  Delta 
Delta  Delta  Dive 
and  a  dark  fur- 
coated  figure  seized 
her  in  his  arms,  planted  a  warm  and 
luscious  kiss  on  her  pretty  lips,  and  with 
trembling  fingers  pinned  a  Phi  Delt 
badge  on  her  bosom.  It  is  said  that  it 
took  three  days  for  Joe  Miller  to  clear 
himself  with  Al  and  straighten  the  pin 
around. 


We  have  at  last  found  a  mate  for  the 
esteemed  Mr.  Mee  of  the  Daily,  Phi 
Kappa  Sigma  and  other  branches  of  the 
Christian  Endeavor  Society.  Sir  Henry 
Japp,  the  British  peer,  is  just  the  man 
to  align  himself  with  the  oriental  Mr. 
Mee. 


The  Travels  of  Heinie 
the  Hunter 

I  would  like  to  tell  you  other  stories 
of  my  experiences  in  the  dark  jungles  of 
Africa,  but  my  modesty  prevents  me, 
and,  furthermore,  the  details  would  be 
too  horrible  to  relate  to  my  fair  readers. 
However,  I  have  been  requested  to  tell 
of  an  adventure  I  recently  had  while 
visiting  a  small  island  in  the  southern 
Pacific. 

It  so  happens  that  this  island  is  sit- 
uated about  lOO  feet  from  the  mainland. 
It  was  suggested  by  one  of  the  members 
of  our  party  that  we  take  a  lunch  and 
have  a  picnic  on  the  island.  Upon  ar- 
riving at  this  isolated  spot  we  tied  our 
boat  to  a  tree  near  the  water.  During 
the  course  of  the  day,  however,  a  storm 
came  up  and  blew  the  boat  away.  This 
deprived  us  of  a  means  by  which  we 
could  get  home  because  the  channel  cut- 
ting the  island  was  infested  with  mil- 
lions of  sharks.  After  several  days 
without  any  relief  from  the  mainland, 
the  folks  began  to  look  to  me  as  their 
salvation.  One  day  I  told  them  that 
their  worries  would  soon  be  over,  for  I 
had  decided  to  answer  their  prayers. 
Armed  only  with  a  small  Boy  Scout 
knife  I  walked  into  the  jungle.  I 
searched  many  days  for  a  snake  which 
was  1 01  feet  long.  At  last  I  found  one 
dangling  from  the  branches  of  a  large 
Gopa  tree.  When  the  snake  saw  me  he 
tried  to  get  away,  but  I  was  too  quick 
for  him.  After  a  short  struggle  I 
wrapped  the  dying  snake  in  a  net  and 
carried  it  off  to  my  friends.  They  drew 
away  with  fear,  but  I  informed  them 
that  they  were  quite  safe  as  long  as  I 
was  near. 

On  this  island  there  grows  a  fruit 
which  has  the  power  to  cure  a  dying  rep- 


tile. It  is  called  the  Gaba  apple.  I 
knew  that  without  this  the  snake  could 
not  live,  so  I  reached  into  my  pocket  and 
took  out  one  of  these  precious  apples. 
When  the  snake  saw  this  he  smiled  and 
began  to  move  viciously.  Why  shouldn't 
he?  It  was  a  matter  of  life  or  death  to 
him.  While  standing  on  the  shore  of 
the  island,  I  threw  the  apple  to  the 
other  side,  just  far  enough  so  that  it 
would  be  out  of  reach  of  the  snake. 
Then  I  released  the  snake  from  the  net. 
The  snake  moved  feebly  toward  the 
water  and  began  to  stretch  its  body  over 
the  channel.  It  must  be  remembered 
that  the  channel  was  lOO  feet  wide  and 
the  snake  loi  feet  long.  Thus  the  snake 
could  barely  reach  the  opposite  shore  but 
could  not  reach  the  apple.  With  the 
snake  stranded  across  the  channel  and 
with  no  chance  to  move  in  any  direction 
without  certain  death,  I  called  my 
friends  and  told  them  to  walk  over  the 
channel  on  the  snake's  back.  In  a  few 
moments  we  had  all  safely  crossed  the 
channel,  and  it  is  needless  for  me  to  tell 
my  readers  how  I  have  been  acclaimed 
upon  every  continent  for  my  heroic  ef- 
forts upon  this  occasion. 

It  so  happened  that  in  the  year  of 
1642,  while  I  was  on  one  of  my  hunting 
trips  in  South  Africa,  I  had  a  ver^-  thrill- 
ing experience.  While  during  my  visit 
to  the  province  of  Umbaganzee  I  chose 
as  my  two  guides  two  natives.  Their 
names  were  Oho  and  Aha.  On  the  first 
day  of  April  we  set  out  upon  the  Aqua 
River.  After  several  days  out  I  noticed 
a  large  caravan  on  the  east  bank.  Think- 
ing that  I  might  be  of  some  use  to  the 
N.  U.  Geology  Department  I  decided  to 
explore  it. 

Before  entering  the  cavern  I  placed 
Oho  six  paces  in  front  of  me,  and  Aha 
six   paces   to   the   rear   of   me.      In   this 


manner  we  entered  the  cave.  No  sooner 
had  we  entered  than  I  saw  what  ap- 
peared to  be  a  second  cave  inside  the 
first  one.  Upon  a  second  look,  however, 
I  noticed  that  it  was  the  open  jaw  of  a 
monstrous  crocodile.  In  another  mo- 
ment these  jaws  had  closed  down  upon 
Oho.  Much  terrified  I  turned  about 
with  only  a  thought  of  escape,  but  I  was 
stopped  in  my  tracks,  for  much  to  my 
horror  there  stood  before  me  a  huge  lion 
devouring  my  other  guide.  It  was  the 
largest  lion  I  had  ever  seen — at  least  30 
feet  tall.  What  was  I  to  do?  A  croco- 
dile in  front  of  me  and  a  monstrous  lion 
in  back  of  me  blocking  the  only  avenue 
of  escape.  I  moved  toward  the  croco- 
dile. As  I  did  this  the  beast  opened  his 
jaws  as  if  to  devour  me.  Then  I  moved 
in  the  direction  of  the  lion.  As  I  ap- 
proached him  he  began  to  crouch,  then 
he  sprang  but  I  ducked,  and  over  my 
shoulders  went  the  lion  and  into  the 
open  jaws  of  the  crocodile.  This  gave 
me  my  chance  to  escape,  and  I  ran  to 
the  entrance  very  happy  to  have  escaped 
from  the  almost  certain  death  which  had 
awaited  me. 


ROTTEN 

Prominent  Clubwoman's  Son — Yes, 
sir,  my  mother  laid  a  corner  stone  yester- 
day. 

Birdie — Did  she  cackle? 


We  never  see  any  pictures  of  angels 
with  whiskers  because  most  people  get 
there  by  a  close  shave. — Witt. 


IMAGINE 

"Will  you  give  me  ten  cents  to  help 
the  Old  Ladies'  Home?" 

"What!     Are  they  out  again?'' 
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TRAVEL 

Herewith  we  present  our  Travel 
Number.  Travel!  What  a  glorious 
word  that  is.  It  smacks  of  Singapore,  of 
Budapest,  and  Lon'on  and  carries  one's 
thoughts  to  gay  Paree  and  the  far  oft 
Orient!  It  is  a  glorious  word  and  we 
welcome  it,  and,  consequently,  take 
much  pleasure  in  presenting  such  a  num- 
ber! 

THE  POINT  STSTEM 

The  Student  Congress  in  its  rather  in- 
spiring session  brought  up  various 
thoughts  which  should  be  much  dis- 
cussed. The  Point  system  interested  us 
particularly  because  of  its  possibilities 
and  its  impossibilities. 

There  is  no  mistaking  that  we  need 

some  way  of   regulating  activities  upon 

this  campus.    Frequently,  we  are  in  a 

terrible  mess.     Oft  times  a  man  has  five 
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or  si.x  major  jobs,  all  of  which  require 
much  thought  and  much  work,  all  of 
which,  consequently,  remain  undernour- 
ished because  of  lack  of  attention.  But, 
would  a  Point  system  help  the  present 
condition  or  would  it  hurt  it? 


This  is  what  the  Point  system  would 
do:  It  would  open  campus  jobs  to  many 
more  men  and  women  than  are  at  pres- 
ent open.  Instead  of  a  man  having  three 
or  four  jobs,  he  would  be  limited  to  one 
or  two.  In  other  words,  more  students 
would  be  encouraged  to  make  a  bid  for 
the  jobs  which  are  open.  That  thought 
cjmes  from  the  suggestion  that  lots  of 
folks  don't  like  coming  out  for  jobs  be- 
cause they  have  the  feeling  that  it  would 
be  no  use.     No  use!     Is  that  not  a  silly 


statement!  It  is  our  contention  that  if 
a  person  hasn't  enough  confidence  in  him- 
self and  enough  energy  to  go  after  a  job, 
he  doesn't  deserve  to  have  it.  Our  expe- 
rience has  been  that  competition  on  this 
campus  is  not  so  hard,  and  that  politics 
are  not  so  rough  that  any  man  need  feel 
that  he  hasn't  a  fair  chance  to  get  the 
job  he  goes  after.  He  has.  No  matter 
what  activity  he  enters,  he  it  athletics, 
publications.  Circus,  debate,  Y.M.  C.A., 
Union,  Musical  Comedy,  Dramatics, — 
or  anything  whatsoever,  every  man  has 
the  chance  to  get  somewhere,  to  get  the 
job  he  is  after, — if  he  shows  the  stuff. 

What  we  feel  strongly  is  that  the 
number  of  activities  a  man  is  in  is  up  to 
the  man.  In  many  cases  the  men  who 
are  in  three  or  four  major  activities  are 
doing  them  all  well.  It  is  a  tough  job, 
but  it  can  be  done.  Anyway,  after  much 
thought,  we  go  on  record  a,s  being 
against  the  Point  svstem. 


P  L  R  P  L 


PARROT 


MUSICAL  COM  ED  T 

Well,  well,  well!  At  last  it  is  on  its 
way  to  completion.  What  ?  Why,  the 
dear  old  W.  A.  A.-U  Musical  Comedy. 
The  cast  is  picked,  the  theatre  is  chosen, 
the  music  is  ready,  and  everything  is 
hotsy-totsy  n-n-now !  It'll  be  a  great 
thing  for  Northwestern  for  it  is  some- 
thing unique  and  different.    It  is  a  good 
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show,  and  the  cast,  headed  by  Murnie 
Onsrud  and  Harold  Boyer,  should  be  a 
wow.  And  with  Darrell  Ware  and  Joe 
Miller,  together  with  Professor  Lever- 
ton,  directing,  we  should  worry!  Get 
behind  and  give  all  your  enthusiastic  sup- 
port, for  it  really  deserves  it. 

THE  HONOR  STSTEM 

Spike  Sanford  went  to  the  Cincinnati 
Conference  as  our  Student  Council  rep- 
resentative and  came  back  with  some 
mighty  good  ideas.  On  the  honor  sys- 
tem, he  recalls  a  suggestion  from  one  of 


the  western  universities  which  began  by 
starting  an  honor  club.  Every  member 
of  the  honor  club  promised  not  to  cheat 
at  any  time  during  an  examination.  Two 
types  of  exam  books  were  given  out. 
Orange  colored  ones  went  to  the  mem- 
bers of  the  honor  club ;  blue,  to  those 
who  would  not  subscribe  to  the  new 
ideal.  Every  member  who  possessed  an 
orange  book  pledged  himself  to  report 
any  member  of  the  club  who  would  not 
live  up  to  the  ideal,  and  any  one  con- 
victed of  cheating  was  merely  dropped 
from  the  club,  never  to  be  reinstated. 
In  two  years,  said  Spike,   the  school 


ff'e  are  sorry,  folks,  that  this  is- 
sue has  been  delayed.  Our  publica- 
tion date  is  the  fifteenth  of  each 
month,  and  to  delay  three  or  four 
days  angers  us  as  much  as  it  does 
you.  But,  when  proofs  get  lost  in 
the  mail  and  disappear  for  a  few 
days,  as  was  the  case  this  month, 
we  call  it  an  Act  of  God,  and  hope 
you  will  let  it  go  at  that. 

W.  H.  F. 


was  about  ioo%  upon  an  honor  basis — 
everybody  was  getting  orange  books. 
Perhaps  we  at  Northwestern  might  try 
that  system.  Surely  it  would  not  hurt 
us  much  to  try  it.  And  if  it  should  suc- 
ceed, Northwestern  would  be  better  off. 
Let's  start  the  saying  that  "Northwest- 
ern men  do  not  cheat!"    What  say? 

THE  NEW  CAPTAIN 

Rut  Walters  of.  Kokomo  is  our  new 
basketball  captain.  Congrats  and  felici- 
tation !  No  man  upon  the  team  is  better 
qualified  for  the  leadership  of  the  Wild- 
cats than  is  Rut.  He  is  as  smooth  a 
player  as  can  be  found  in  the  Big  Ten, 
and  as  fine  a  fellow  as  ever  came  from 
the  state  of  Indiany.  Anyway,  the  choice 
has  been  a  happy  one;  it  leaves  us  with 
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the  feelmg  tnat  the  Wildcats  will  not  be 
far  from  the  top  when  the  tape  is  broken 
to  end  the  1930  Big  Ten  Basketball  race. 
Which  is  really  enough ! 

W.  H.  Fetridge. 
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Not  so  very  long  ago,  us'n  and  company  introduced  you  to  a  verra'  yerra'  charmin'  young  leddy  by  the  name  of  Josephine 
O'Brien.  At  that  time  we  told  how  as  she  was  of  the  class  of  '31,  a  artist  extraordinaire,  the  editor  of  our  book  section,  and 
a  most  delightful  writer  of  anything  you'd  like  to  hev  writ.  At  that  time  we  uns  commended  her  for  several  things,  namely, 
that  she  drove  a  Chrysler  roadster,  gave  admirable  teas,  and,  lessee  what  else? — but  thet's  enough.  At  this  time  we  go  fur- 
ther and  inform  you  that  she  is  a  Delta  Gamma,  and  more,  that  she  is  now  an  associate  editor  of  the  Purple  Parrot! 
Great,  eh !  Yeh,  she's  a  woman  and  all  that,  but  even  then  we  couldn't  keep  her  from  a  job  which  was  rightfully  hers,  and 
so,  henceforth,  after  that  young  lady's  name  will  read  the  title — Associate  Editor! 

At  this  time  we  come  to  a  sad  parting  with  our  friend  and  partner.  Herb  Virgin.  Herb  has  been  one  of  our  associate  ed- 
itors this  year,  handling  the  stuff  which  has  come  from  the  McKinlock  campus  along  with  Ned  Fleming.  But  Herb,  who 
you  remember  was  editor-in-chief  of  the  Parrot  a  couple  of  years  ago,  informed  us  just  the  other  day  that  he'd  hevta  quit 
inasmuch  as  his  job  of  being  a  medicine  student  was  keeping  him  too  preoccupied.  So,  we  with  tears  and  etcetra,  bid  him 
sad  adieu  and  tell  him  that  we  vi^ere  sorry — and  we  are! 

And, — well,  but  it  just  can't  be  helped!  To  think  that  on  one  page,  and  in  the  very  same  column  we  havta  commend 
two  Delta  Gammas  who  are  only  sophomores  is  too  much.  But  it  has  to  be  done;  it  just  has  to  be!  For  Aliss  Phyllida — 
Fido  is  much  easier — Dilg  must  be  talked  about.  Her  drawings  of  dogs  hev  excited  quite  a  comment  amongst  readers  of 
the  Parrot  and  so  this  month  we  expose  her.  She  is  a  Delta  Gamma,  sophomore,  good-looking,  of  course !  intriguing,  and 
a  gal  who  has  both  ability  and  humor.  We  were  looking  around  for  someone  who  could  draw  dogs  when  one  day  she  opened 
the  door  and  said,  "Hello!  Kin  I  cum  in?"  One  look  and  we  sed,  "Yes,  of  course!"  So  she  came  in,  showed  us  her  work 
and  we  put  her  on  the  art  staff.   Oh,  oh,  oh,  what  a  good  looking  woman  can  do! 


Cara:  How  do  you  like  my  fan- 
dango? 

Nome:  You  certainly  seem  all  hipped 
up  on  it! 


"Late  dates  always  get  me  in  trouble." 
"Yeah,  I  flunked  that  History  writ- 
ten too." 


Alex:  It's  only  a  difference  of  a 
pinion. 

Zander:     What? 

Alex:  Why,  a  bird  with  one  wing 
and  a  bird  with  two.- 


She's    the    original    magazine    girl- 
Everybody's.- 


Chorus  Girl :  How  did  you  find  your 
new  Harvard  friend? 

Sec.  Glorifide  Girl:  I  just  unbut- 
toned his  coonskin  coat  and  there  he 
was? 


Whv  can't   a   text-book   have   appen- 
dicitis ? 
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This  200  pound  way  of  all 
flesh  has  every  appearance 
of  a  soprano-contralto  .  .  . 
except  the  voice.  She  hopes 
to  become  married  to  the 
screen  and  expects  the  Vita- 
phone  to  give  her  away. — 
It  will;  give  her  away! 


-ylmong 
Those  Who 
Have  Traveled 
to  Holly zvood — 


One  night  5  years  ago  when 
a  road  show  played  his  home 
town,  this  never-say-die  speci- 
men subbed  in  a  small  part. 
That  also  marked  his  last  ap- 
pearance on  the  stage,  but  he 
has  never  given  up  the  idea  that 
it  is  easy  to  hop  from  the  foot- 
lights to  the  silversheet. 


The  light-heavyweight  champion 

of  Referee's  Decision  Ind, — who  is 

waiting    to    answer    the    box-office 

demand    for    athletic    heroes.      He 

already    credits    himself    with    one 

screen    performance    in    the   movies 

of  a  Tunney  championship  fight.     He  stood  up  to  applaud,  when,  in 

the  seventh  round,  the  referee  waved  Dempsey  to  the  ^5.00  seats.     He 

still  remembers  it. 


This  sweet  young  thing  is 
obsessed  by  the  idea  that  she 
has  that  Greta  Garbo  tech- 
nique. She  got  this  way 
when  a  village  half-wit  pro- 
posed to  her  seven  times.  It 
wasn't  the  dummy,  it  was  the 
principal  of  the  ring. 


This  young  frump  was  married  for 
a  whole  week  and  is  now  ready  to  reap 
the  harvest  of  her  sensational  divorce. 
The  other?  Oh,  that  is  her  mother, 
mentioned  prominently  during  the 
trial.  Through  reading  the  movie 
magazines  for  the  past  twenty  years, 
she  is  dumb  enough  to  believe  that 
Mary  Pickford  won't  last  much  longer 
and  that  is  why  she  is  hopeful.  My 
Gawd! 
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"Two-faced  records  .  .  .  double-face 
records  of  all  th'  song-hits  of  the  show. 
.  .  .  'When  mah  Baby  Wispers  Tuttle- 
Dove!'  '  'Corse  I  Do!'  ...  all  th'  song- 
hits  on  a  two-face  Victor  record!" 

Something  ought  to  be  done  about  this 
by  the  recording  companies.  It's  what 
is  commonly  called  bum  advertising,  but 
the  barkers  at  our  refined  theatres  prac- 
tice it  regularly  after  each  show. 

On  the  same  subject  we  would  like  to 
ask  when  the  legitimate  theatres  will 
graduate  from  the  old 
x/y  vaudeville   days   and   pro- 

J--  ,,     hibit   the   street-style  sale 

LJC17'T6LL  of  "candies,  cho'late-cov- 
IVdTB  ^'^^ii-    ammons,     pep'-mint 

drops,  ice  cream  bars,"  as 
well  as  "Oprey  glasses,"  up  and  down 
the  aisles  ?  The  concessions  could  be 
handled  from  the  lobby  where  there  is  a 
place  for  them,  but  the  high-voiced  ven- 
dors in  the  theatre  itself  is  a  nuisance. 

Back  to  our  business,  however.  "Mu- 
sic in  IV'Iay"  may  be  music  and  it  may 
not,  but  it  didn't  make  my  heart  palpi- 
tate faster  at  any  time.  The  show  is 
slow,  awkward,  and  it  is  stale.  It  imi- 
tates the  "Student  Prince"  as  much  as 
possible,  just  as  most  our  operettas  do 
lately.  There  is  a  drinking  scene,  with 
a  drinking  song.  Neither  scene  nor  song 
rival  the  original.  There  are  students 
who  do  not  impress  you  as  students. 
There  is  a  prince  who  loves  an  umbrella- 
maker's  daughter,  so  in  the  first  act  they 
display  young  love,  just  budding  out. 
In  the  first  scene  of  the  second  act  the 
love  blossoms  forth  in  great  style,  but 
trouble  arises,  and  in  the  second  scene  of 
that  act  the  leads  sing  their  love  songs 
with  voices  cracked  by  sobs.  Last  act 
looks  pretty  black  for  the  young  folks 
until  eleven  o'clock,  when  all  the  diffi- 
culties are  cleared  up  at  once  just  as 
everyone  knew  they  would  be,  and  a 
joyous  finale  results.  Cheap  and  boring. 
If  we  hadn't  been  planked  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  aisle  we  would  have  left  a  lot 
earlier.  The  show  rates  about  E — we 
might  even  flunk  it. 

Again  a  king  and  queen,  and  a  prin- 
cess and  a  American,  hold  sway  in  the 
same   sort   of   plot,   only   better,   at   the 


Illinois,  in  Rosalie.  It's  all  trite, 
though. 

.  .  .  Romberg's  marches  are  only  fair, 
and  Gershwin  doesn't  click  like  he 
should  on  the  music.  The  dancing  is 
O.  K.  and  the  settings  typical  Urban 
masterpieces  .  .  .  while  Marilyn  Aliller 
looks  a  whole  lot  less  becoming  than  her 
pictures,  under  the  searching  gaze  from 
our  opera  glasses.  She  squints.  The 
men  in  the  show  are  bum  except  for 
Jack  Donaghue.  He's  the  whole  thing ; 
he  makes  it  funny,  and  in  so  doing 
saves  it.     It's  a  B  show. 

Now  there's  a  show  which  rates  A 
minus  in  the  Majestic,  where  Billy 
House  carries  away  "Luckee  Girl !"  The 
music  isn't  wonderful  and  the  settings 
are  union-stuff,  but  the  chorus  is  peppy 
and  pretty  and  that  fat  boy  is  hilariously 
funny.  There  are  lots  of  dirty  jokes 
pulled,  but  it's  humorous  dirt  and  not 
disgusting.      See   it,    by   all   means;   it's 


nothing  heavy,  but  at  least  it  has  no 
prince  pining  for  a  chambermaid  or  a 
princess  in  love  with  a  street-sweeper, 
and  that's  a  relief.  That  song 
"Whoopie"  just  takes  them  off  their 
seats  with  its  dirty,  beating,  syncopated 
rhythm.  People  gurgle  with  delight. 
A  Puritan  woman  was  sitting  ahead  of 
us — prim  and  proper  as  a  matron  from 
the  pages  of  Hawthorne — and  she 
blushed  and  hid  her  head  in  her  hands 
and  on  her  knees,  rocked  back  and  forth 
in  paroxysms  of  embarrassment,  but  she 
laughed  and  loved  it  just  the  same. 
She's  almost  funnier  than  the  show,  but 
I  understand  that  she  isn't  paid,  and  that 
she  just  happened  to  be  an  opening-night 
guest  like  ourselves.     Too  bad. 

We  give  Diamo7id  L'll  a  straight  F. 
It's  rotten!  Not  dirty  enough  to  be 
good,  just  enough  to  be  a  flat  failure. 
Artistry,  at  which  Mr.  Donaghey  hints 
in  this  performance,  is  missing.  Plot  is 
nil.  Mae  West  is  colorless,  and  as  big 
as  Sophie  Tucker.  When  she  adver- 
tises herself  as  a  perambulating  package 


of  thrills,  one  would  imagine  that  she 
radiated  sex  appeal,  and  one  fully  ex- 
pects to  go  to  the  theatre  and  have  her 
grip  his  lascivious  nature  and  make  it 
go  lunatic;  but  Mae  didn't  even  put  the 
gleam  in  our  eyes. 

Jack  La  Rue  tries  to  uphold  the 
American  conception  of  a  Spaniard  by 
rushing  on  the  stage  and  going  for  Mae 
like  a  starving  wildcat  after  a  fresh-cut, 
bloody  piece  of  venison,  and  he  gives  her 
a  thoroughly  professional  osteopathic 
treatment  from  neck  to  knee,  although 
he  is  too  hurried.  The  result  is  low 
comedy  when  they  strive  for  tragic  real- 
ism. Spaniards  may  be  hot-blooded,  but 
it's  a  cinch  that  when  a  woman  thrills 
them  they  do  not  inspect  her  like  Gov- 
ernment agents  do  a  prize  beef  .  .  . 
they  are  too  polite.  They  work  more 
subtly.  Don't  go,  for  the  State  and 
Congress,  which  we  panned  a  while 
back,  is  much  better. 

This  Thing  Called  Love  will  prob- 
ably be  gone  when  this  appears,  but  we 
must  give  it  a  back-hand  grade  of  B,  for 
it  is  a  clever  little  light  comedy  which 
grows  ridiculous  at  the  end,  but  it  car- 
ries lines  as  clever  as  Barrie's  and  also 
one  h — 1  of  a  lot  more  human.  Minor 
Watson  and  Violet  Heming  still  stand 
up  as  great  comedians  simply  because 
they  do  not  try  to  be  great  comedians. 
It's  an  amusing  show. 

The  Goodman  Theatre  has  marvelous 
stuff  as  a  rule.  Six  Characters  in  Search 
of  an  Author  was  a  masterpiece,  and  the 
revival  of  Dear  Brutus  was  excellent. 
They  have  a  good  resident  company  and 
they  play  in  the  finest  theatre  in  Chi- 
cago, where  a  dollar  and  a  half  gets  any 
seat  in  the  house,  and,  by  the  way,  the 
seats  there  are  so  comfortable  that  it's 
a  pleasure  just  to  perch  there.  Lizard 
Gap  was  a  flop,  but  we  forgive  them. 

As  this  goes  to  press  we  haven't  seen 
the  Royal  Family  yet,  but  it  is  certainly 
selling  out.  We've  made  three  efforts 
to  get  tickets  within  a  week  and  lost  out 
each  time.  So  I  guess  they  don't  need  a 
review  to  help  them  along.  Talk  about 
a  poor  theatre  season,  all  of  the  shows 
are  doing  well.  Mitzi  up  till  the  first 
of  Februar}-  did  a  capacity  business, 
Luckee  Girl  is  holding  up  fine  in  a  tre- 
mendous theatre,  and  Hello  Yourself 
drags  in  the  bucks  regularly.  Rosalie, 
of  course,  was  capacity,  and  Coquette 
had  a  nice  run.  So  let  them  holler, 
they're  making  cash.  Or,  anyway,  the 
damned  brokers  are.  If  there's  anybody 
in  the  country  I  would  like  to  see  go 
broke,  it's  a  Ticket  Broker! 
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"One    of    our    alums    is    just    learning    to 
walk!" 

"Why,  was  he  crippled?" 

"No,  he's  been  blessed  with  twins." 


"Sir,  could  you  help  our  orphan 
home?" 

"I'm  sorry,  mister,  but  I'm  not  mar- 
ried." 


Girl  there  standing  on  her  hands, 
Yelling  all  the  day — 
Locked  within  a  crazy  house — 
She's  funny  that  way. 


Oscarina  says:     "After  nightfall  the  most 
important  thing  in  a  car  is  the  clutch." 
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"Xiphophyllous,  you  know  I  asked  for 
white  bread." 

"Yes,  my  dear  Xenophobia,  but  you 
made  a  wry  face." 


Newspaper     headline:        "Lindbergh 
hurt  in  Crash  with  Fiancee." 


"And  what  was  the  straw  that  broke 
the  camel's  back?" 

"Must've  been  the  one  that  went  with 
that  two-dollar  soda." 


Just  another  Youth  Movement! 


"So  you  were  seasick.  What  did  the 
doctor  give  you  ?" 

"He  gave  me  a  lime  that  I  should 
eat." 

"And  what  did  he  say?" 

"Hold  that  lime!     Hold  that  lime!" 


Ritz  and  the  Bowery 


"IT'S  NO  JOKE" 

A  small  boy  who  was  sitting  next  to 
a  very  haughty  lady  in  a  crowded  car 
kept  on  sniffing  in  a  most  annoying  man- 
ner. At  last  the  lady  could  bear  it  no 
longer,  and  turned  to  the  lad. 

"Boy,  have  you  got  a  handkerchief?" 
she  demanded. 

The  small  boy  looked  at  her  for  a  few 
seconds,  and  then  in  a  dignified  tone, 
came  the  answer: 

"Yes,  I  have,  but  I  don't  lend  it  to 
strangers." 


"Look  at  the  way  those  chickens  are  tot- 
tering about.     What's  wrong  with  them?" 
"Oh,  that's  our  corn-fed  poultry." 


P  U  R  P  L 
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Variation  on  an  Old  Theme 
or  Two 

For  want  of  a  nail  a  shoe  was  dropped ; 
For    want    of    a    shoe    the    cart-horse 

stopped ; 
For  want  of  a  horse  the  cart  stood  still, 
While  the  iceman  cursed,  as  icemen  will. 

The  iceman  failed  to  make  his  round. 
For  the  ice  all  melted,  pound  by  pound ; 
But  the  wives  that  day  to  their  vows 

were  true — 
And  all  for  the  want  of  a  nail  or  two. 

C. 


Shakespearean 

There's  just  one  man  I'd  like  to  meet 

In  a  dark,  dark  street  at  night; 
'Twould  be  battle  to  death — either  he 
or  I 

Would  die  in  that  awful  fight.  .  .  . 

The  man  I  mean  is  the  one  who  thinks 

He  is  being  terribly  funny 
By  asking,  when  speaking  of  pounds  or 

francs, 
"Hoiu  much  is  that  in  ?iione\'?" 

C. 


What  do  you  think  of  this  Travel  Number? 


"Why  are  your  grades  so  low  since  the 
holidays?" 

"You  know  everything  is  marked  down 
after  Christmas." 


"George,  do  you  know  what  that 
A.  D.  stands  for?"  asked  Mr.  Jones, 
pointing  to  a  cornerstone  of  the  building 
bearing  the  date  "A.  D.   1924." 

"Suttinly,  boss,  suttinly,"  responded 
the  chauffeur.  "Why,  dat  here  A.  D. 
stands  for  'All  Done.'  " 


"Could  you  give  a  poor  fellow  a 
bite?"  asked  the  dust-stained  tramp. 

"I  don't  bite,  myself,"  answered  the 
lady  of  the  house,  "but  I'll  call  the  dog." 


Guide:  This  is  a  mummy,  madam, 
over  3,000  years  old. 

Visitor :  My !  Weren't  women 
brown  and  homelv  in  those  davs? 


"Do  you  know  what  Mark  Antony  said  at 
Cleopatra's  bedroom  door  at  two  in  the 
morning?" 

"No.     What?" 

"I  did  not  come  here  to  make  a  speech." 
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She — "I'm  a  member  of  the  Junior  League." 

He — '*H'mp!    I  didn't  know  you  were  an  athlete.' 


Alumni  Notes 

Soloman  Abraham  Levi,  '98,  of 
O'Brian,  Ohio,  passed  away  at  his  home 
after  an  illness  of  three  days.  His 
stomach  became  all  gummed  up  after 
swallowing  a  piece  of  "Juic5'  Fruit." 
The  doctor  was  called,  but  before  they 
could  get  the  right  number,  Solly  had 
checked  out. 

Iphalot  A.  Bottles,  '16,  sends  us  word 
that  he  is  now  employed  in  his  father's 
factory.  He  is  taking  the  holes  out  of 
doughnuts  and  sewing  them  into  tennis 
nets. 

Our  charming  authoress,  Miss 
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Ophelia  Bloatz,  '24,  of  Blue  Island, 
Illinois,  has  announced  that  her  new- 
book,  "The  Stain  on  the  Apron,"  will 
come  out  in  the  wash. 

P.  E.  Zoop,  '05,  has  recently  become 
editor  of  the  "Triweekly  Gas  City  Ga- 
zette." He  puts  it  out  one  week  and 
then  tries  to  have  it  out  again  the  next. 
Before  this  he  was  sports  editor  of  "The 
Blurp  Bugle"  until  somebody  stole  the 
town  checker  board. 

]Miss  Sophia  Angella  Boop,  class  of 
'61,  formerly  a  beautiful  pretzel  model 
of  Gary,  Indiana,  recently  announced 
her  engagement  to  Luke  McGluke,  class 
of  '32.     It  is  understood  that  they  will 


spend  their  honeymoon  out  west,  some- 
where in  the  vicinity  of  Oak  Park. 

The  Campus  was  graced  the  other  day 
by  the  presence  of  an  old  Grad,  Osbert 
O.  Pussyfut,  '82.  During  his  eight 
years  at  N.  U.  he  was  the  mainstay  and 
captain  of  the  heavyweight  tiddly-wink 
team.  He  is  at  present  employed  as  a 
manicurist  in  the  Ghetto. 

Among  those  recenth"  cited  for  their 
scientific  progress  we  find  Phillip  X. 
Beatit,  '16,  who  has  invented  the  new 
collapsible  combination  toothbrush  and 
wheelbarrow.  Though  he  has  reached 
the  pinnacle  of  success,  he  is  not  one  to 
retire.  At  present  he  is  experimenting 
in  medical  research,  and  has  been  very 
successful  in  producing  a  pink  pill  which 
may  be  taken  instead  of  a  bath. 

It  has  been  called  to  the  attention  of 
the  editor  that  Cuthbert  Goldfish,  '19, 
better  known  as  "L^nconscious  Oscar," 
has  made  his  permanent  home  at  "Sing 
Sing  on  the  Hudson."  It  is  understood 
that  he  was  captured  on  an  "L"  plat- 
form while  in  the  act  of  drawing  mus- 
taches on  advertising  posters. 

Eai'l  ]\I.  Johnson. 


He:     What  would  I  have  to  give  you 
for  one  little  kiss? 
She :    Ctiloroform. 


"Will  you  marry  me  if  I  promise  to 
cook  three  meals  a  day  for  you?" 

"Yes,  honey,  but  is  it  absolutely  nec- 
essary for  you  to  promise  that?" — Film 

"AVell,  well,  so  Maybelle  was  mar- 
ried last  week.  Who  was  the  happy 
man?" 

"Her  father." 


"They  arrested  Scotlie  McTarish  last 
nite!" 

"No!" 

"Sure.  He  was  on  his  way  to  a  strip 
poker  game  naked." 


R  RO 


MUSINGS  OF 
MAGGIE  MURPHY 

'Lo  Maine. 

'Lo  Gert. 

Cold,  aint  it. 

Yeah, — like  an  iceman's  shoulder. 

Where  yuh  goin'  ? 

Over  to  the  Hut.  Got  to  smarten  up 
on  French,  exam's  tomorrow. 

Steppin'  out  of  your  character,  dearie? 
You  might  get  a  headache  if  >ou  cracked 
a  book. 

Can  the  chatter,  girl-friend  and  let's 
be  serious.  Yuh  gotta  date  for  the  In- 
terfraternity  Crawl  yet? 

The  pride-and-joy  done  me  dirt  so  I 
took  a  blind. 

Don't  never  trust  these  here  archi- 
tects, my  dear,  they're  a  bunch  of  yeggs. 

Four  minute  I  guess.  Say,  yuh  gotta 
Lucky,  I  just  passed  up  a  sweet. 

Sure,  let's  hit  for  Skibo.  Somebod}' 
might  object  to  our  smokin'  here. 

O.K.  Gimme  a  match.  I  simply 
can't  be  nonchalant  when  these  darned 
lighters  miss  fire. 

'Sto  bad  they  aint  havin'  any  Arts 
Ball.     I'm  leffing,  he,  he,  he. 

Sour  grapes,  dearie? 

Well,  kinda. 

Don't  yuh  cry,  it  looks  like  we  might 
have  a  Campus  Week,  after  all. 

Sounds  like  one  of  Mr.  Grimm's  to 
me,  though. 

Gee,  I  gotta  go.    See  yuh  at  the  dance. 

Well,  as  the  French  say,  au  reservoir. 

That  goes  for  me  too. 

—R.  G.  B. 


"I  never  drink  a  cocktail  save  upon  great 
occasions." 

"What  do  you  call  great  occasions?" 
"Whenever  I  drink  a  cocktail." 


Now  that  everyone  is  accusing  the 
editorial  column  of  being  self-conscious, 
our  little  undergraduate  world  is  being 
upset  without  much  ado.  Chapel  Hour 
is  buzzing  about  it  now.  For  what  have 
the  poor  dears  to  cling  to  when  their 
Bible  is  attacked  ? 


Popularly  supposed  to  be  the  expres- 
ion  of  student  opinion,  the  editorial  col- 
umn has  been  re- 
sponsible for  varying 
impressions  in  the 
minds  of  those  cal- 
ls e  d  individuals 
without  the  weedy 
walls,  where  men 
are  just  men  and  in- 
dividuals are  just  as 
colorless  as  they  are  within.  Under  one 
chairman  of  the  Board,  the  students  at 
this  institution  are  pompous  asses  who 
take  everything  seriously.  Under  an- 
other guiding  light  with  aestheticists  at 
his  elbow  joints,  juveniles  pass  in  and 
out  of  the  campus  gates.  They  whimper 
but  never  bawl,  they  need  constant  at- 
tention. 


Chapel  Hour  protests  that  we  college 
men  and  women  are  not  this  way  .  .  . 
exactly.  We  do  take  things  seriously 
.  .  .  certain  things.  In  fact,  our  little 
brows  are  constantly  in  a  worriedly 
wrinkled  state.  We  fret  and  frown  and 
the  fact  that  our  problems  don't  seem 
serious  to  the  life-fighters  on  the  outside 
is  not  our  fault.  Proportion  has  nothing 
to  do  with  it.  It's  the  local  situation 
that  counts. 


The  cute  raillery  of  the  college  boy 
and  girl  has  been  attacked  as  a  defense 
for  the  lack  of,  or  a  substitute  for,  an 
intellect.  The  worried  discussions  about 
prospective  pledges,  prospective  dates, 
prospective  parties  and  the  way  the  last 
ones  turned  out  have  been  cited  as  ex- 
amples of  the  nit-witty  qualities  sup- 
posed to  distinguish  the  wide-pantied 
breed.  Professional  sneerers,  getting  so 
much  a  sneer  in  the  best  magazines  have 
given  birth  to  much  filler  on  the  gen- 
eral subjects  of  the  trend  of  collegiate 
perversion  to  pettiness.  Nasal  sounds 
pay  well  these  days.  The  stuff  goes 
over. 


The  editorial  column  goes  on.  The 
public  is  given  to  understand  that  we 
love  our  Alma  Mater.  That's  borne 
out  by  the  fact  that  we  sing  little  songs 
about  "her."  Obviously,  purer  rot  never 
existed. 

The  Athletic  Coach,  contrary  to  di- 
aphanous tradition,  is  nothing  more  than 
a  lucky  clown  who  fell  into  a  heap  of 
refuse  and  came  out  grabbing  the  crown 
jewels.  The  glory  of  collegiate  amateur- 
ism is  only  a  myth.  All  athletes  are  paid 
and  they  should  be  paid  more.  All  ath- 
letes, excepting  a  few  paragons,  are  dumb 
and  they  should  be.  College  classes  de- 
feat the  very  purpose  of  college  for  they 
distract  and  inconvenience  the  athlete  on 
whom  the  administrative  officers  and 
members  of  the  faculty  are  dependent  in 
large  part  for  their  livings. 

But  the  dollars  that  pour  into  the  busi- 
ness offices  of  our  great  educational  in- 
stitutions don't  come  alone  from  the 
football  stadiums  and  basketball  audi- 
toriums. There  is  the  College  Presi- 
dent with  whom  we  have  not  \et  reck- 
oned .  .  .  and  he  is  one  of  the  most 
productive  of  the  attaches. 


And  the  ironic  part  of  it  is  that  the 
College  President  is  the  symbol  of 
Scholarship,  Learn- 
ing and  what  not. 
H  i  s  Baccalaureate 
ribbons  are  symbols 
of  a  smooth  tongue 
and  shrewd  Yankee 
business  acumen. 
His  grammar  is  bad, 
his  speaking  gen- 
erally worse,  but  his  parlour  manners 
are  good.  He  gives  teas  and  receptions 
to  likely  donors.  His  duties  are  farthest 
from  the  scholastic  ideal. 


There  are  other  things  that  the  edi- 
torial column  of  the  college  paper  tells 
of  and  omits.  The  colour  of  its  ravings 
causes  a  strangely  lurid  light  to  emanate 
from  classic  halls.  The  whole  thing  is 
productive  of  a  wild  insanity — "College 
is  the  bunk."  But  it  isn't.  There  must 
always  be  places  for  certain  people. 
There  must  always  be  asylums. 


It's  eleven  o'clock. 


the  deacon. 
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"Stolen  Happiness" 

All  is  silent, 

All  is  dark; 

The  very  silence 

Pervades  my  soul. 

As  I  walk  along 

My  mind  is  filled 

With  a  multitude 

Of  thoughts. 

Where  is  my  happiness? 

Did  she 

Steal  it  away 

And  leave  me 

Lonely  and  sorrowful  ? 

Can  it  be  possible 

That  I,  who  am 

So  young,  so  unused 

To  life's  bitter  dregs. 

Can,  after  tasting  them. 


Feel,  that  without  her 
I  am  through 
Even  before  I  start? 
All  this,  and  more, 
Passes  through 
My  lonely  soul. 
And  I  fervently  wish 
That  from  my  memory 
She  might  forever  flee. 

G.  P.  S. 


She  was  only  a  garbage  man's  daugh- 
ter but  she  knew  a  swell  dump  when 
she  saw  one. 


"Sir,   I've  been   trying  to  think  of  a 
word  for  two  weeks." 

"Well,  will  fort-night  do?" 

Earl  M.  Johnson. 


"So  his  wife  killed  him?" 

"Yep.     She  had  him  write  checks  so  fast  that  the  draft  gave  him  pneumonia.' 
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"What  are  styles  coming  to?" 
"Don't  be  obscene." 


SILENT  NIGHT 
I  crept  upstairs,  my  shoes  in  hand. 
Just  as  the  night  took  wing — 
And  I  saw  my  wife  four  steps  above, 
Doing  the  same  darn  thing. 


INJUNS 
A  sweet  Indian  maiden — a  Sioux — 
Was  wise,  and  flirtatious  tious; 
She  would  sit  on  the  sand — 
Let  the  boys  hold  her  hand. 
And  they  kissed  her  without  more  adioux. 
Paul  Gulp. 


"Looks  Ain't  Everything" 

Just  the  essence  of  femininiti,'.  Nothing 
could  describe  that  beautiful  co-ed  more 
appropriately.  We  had  never  met ;  in 
fact,  I  had  never  heard  as  much  as  a 
faint  whisper  from  her  larynx,  but  how 
I  longed  to  meet  that  damsel  of  my 
dreams.  The  opportunity  came  at  the 
May  Day  Festivities.  She  was  by  her- 
self, but  surrounded  by  hundreds  of 
May  dayers.  I  shoved,  pushed,  ankled 
and  knee-d  my  way  to  her  side  and  was 
about  contemplating  an  opening  salute 
when  I  received  a  rude  jolt  which  re- 
sulted in  my  making  an  indelible  impres- 
sion upon  the  left  shin  bone  of  that  de- 
scendant of  Venus.  She  turned  with  a 
pugilistic  smirk  and  bellowed,  "Say, 
hornnose,  ain't  youse  never  had  no 
breedin'?"  "Imageene"  my  embarrass- 
ment !  — W.  J.  McL. 


THE  SCHOOL  OF  LOVE 

We  live  and  learn,  the  wise  ones  say. 
And  so  I  learned  and  lived  one  day. 
Now  sit  I  in  my  learner's  seat 
Wise,  but  willing  to  repeat. 


PARROT 


THE 


BOOKS 


Jo    O'Brien,  Editor 


The  Shadowy  Thing 

By  H.  B.  Drake 
The  Vanguard  Press 

You  who  take  your  horrors  straight, 
who  like  a  novel  reeking  with  atmos- 
phere and  blood-curdling  in  intensity, 
will  seize  upon  The  Shadoivy  Thing 
with  cries  of  ghoulish  joy.  If  you  like 
a  pleasant  little  tale  in  which  evil  powers 
take  possession  of  unsuspecting  victims, 
in  which  all  the  characters  are  addicted 
to  seances,  mesmerism,  sleep-walking, 
and  dreams,  you  are  welcome  to  it.  As 
for  myself,  I  prefer  a  good  old-fashioned 
mystery  story,  with  the  eccentric  mil- 
lionaire found  dead  on  his  library  floor 
m  the  second  chapter,  and  with  entirely 
material  finger  prints  on  the  pearl  handle 
of  the  heroine's  revolver. 

If  the  author's  intention  was  to  write 
a  book  that  would  keep  the  reader  up 
all  night,  his  eyes  glued  to  the  pages 
in  horrible  fascination,  he  has  succeeded. 
But  his  success  does  not  arise  from  any 
subtlety  of  style,  or  skill  in  the  construc- 
tion of  plot;  it  is  produced  by  the  irre- 
sistible sweep  of  action  alone.  At  first 
there  is  an  irritating  repetition  of  such 
words  as  "strange,"  "fantastic,"  "pre- 
posterous" ;  the  introduction  is  just  a 
little  too  frank  and  ingenuous,  the  hero- 
ine is  annoyingly  sweet  and  helpless,  and 
the  hero,  to  put  it  kindly,  is  stupid.  To- 
wards the  end,  however,  event  follows 
event  with  such  powerful  rapidity  that 
the  defects  are  forgotten. 

I  wish  1  hadn't  read  the  book.  It 
was  a  disagreeable  experience. 

Josephine  O'Brien. 


With  Malice  Toward  None 

By  Honore  Willsie  Morrow 
William  Morrow  &  Co.,  Publishers 
This  story,  which  tells  about  Lincoln 
during  the  last  two  years  of  the  Civil 
War,  is  most  interesting.  It  is  an  inti- 
mate picture  of  the  principal  character 
in  one  of  the  greatest  dramas  of  all  time. 
Miss  Morrow  takes  you  behind  the 
scenes.  Her  story  is  decidedly  from  the 
point  of  view  of  a  woman. 

Although   the   theme  of   the  story   is 


the  desperate  warfare  that  took  place 
and  the  bitter  political  struggle  between 
Lincoln  and  Charles  Sumner,  there  is  a 
pleasant  thread  running  through  it.  It 
is  woven  around  Lincoln  and  his  wife, 
Mary.  Mary  Lincoln  was,  to  Lincoln, 
a  veritable  Rock  of  Gibraltar  during  his 
life  and  particularly  during  his  presi- 
dency of  these  United  States.  It  was 
she,  who  remained  steadfast  and  true 
when  it  seemed  as  though  all  the  world 
had  turned  against  him.  It  is  a  homely 
picture  of  a  man  whose  homeliness  was 
rugged  and  beautiful. 


Harlan  Ware  and  James  Prindle, 
the  first  the  older  brother  of  our 
friends  Darrell  and  Skipper  Ware, 
and  the  latter  a  Northwestern 
graduate  of  a  few  years  back,  have 
just  come  out  with  a  novel  of 
which  they  are  co-authors.  It  is 
called  RAG  OPERA,  is  a  story  of 
tent  show  life,  and  has  been  en- 
thusiastically hailed  by  critics  as 
one  of  the  better  books.  It  may  be 
purchased  at  any  book  store.  Read 
it  and  you  ivill  have  read  another 
enjoyable  and  worthwhile  book. 
W.  H.  F. 


God's  Country 

By  Ralph  Barton 

Alfred  A.  Knopf 
Ralph  Barton,  in  this  book,  which  is 
a  prose  translation  of  his  attitude  as  a 
caricaturist,  jounces  along,  now  strik- 
ing an  uproarious  level,  now  sinking  to 
the  point  of  bad  taste,  but  always  eschew- 
ing the  out  moded  humor  of  a  certain 
Americana  department  and  the  literal 
exactitude  of  The  Man  Who  Knew 
Coolidge.  The  effect  upon  the  reader 
is  first  as  a  tonic  and  then,  depressing. 
Like  all  humor  books,  it  is  not  one  to  be 
read  at  a  single  sitting,  but  should  be 
munched  at,  nibbled  at  sundry  times,  and 
finally  gobbled  down  to  have  the  agony 
over  with.  Mr.  Barton's  cartoons  smile 
through  the  whole  volume  and  make  the 
book  worth  buying  because  of  their  tech- 
nique. 


The  Father 

By  Katharine  Holland  Brown 
The  John  Day  Co. 

Fragrance  of  honeysuckle  through  an 
open  window  ....  tall  yellow  holly- 
hocks against  a  latticed  wall  .... 

Somehow  the  scent  of  old-fashioned 
gardens  lingers  about  the  pages  of  this 
frankly  romantic  little  novel,  which 
fares  so  bravely  forth  into  a  world  of 
stern  and  rather  cynical  realism.  It  is 
a  tale  of  America  in  the  days  before  the 
Civil  War,  when  Nate  Hawthorne  was 
"drizzlin'  around,  writing  sinful  novels"  ; 
when  Horace  Mann  was  a  mere  school- 
master, "and  a  flighty  one  at  that"  ;  when 
Emerson  was  "nothing  better  than  an 
infidel,  and  he  used  to  be  a  middling 
good  preacher,  too" ;  when  Lincoln  was  a 
backwoods  lawyer,  a  failure  at  forty-five. 

This  is  the  setting.  And  Miss  Brown 
has  become  so  interested  in  designing  her 
stage,  that  one's  interest  sometimes 
wanders  from  the  characters  for  whom  it 
forms  a  background.  The  Father  is 
the  editor  of  a  little  New  England  paper  ; 
a  dreamer,  an  idealist  whose  love  of  free- 
dom has  made  him  a  violent  Abolitionist, 
in  opposition  to  his  neighbors,  his  friends, 
and  the  traditions  of  his  family.  His 
daughter,  Mercy  Rose  Stafford,  is  the 
heroine  of  the  story,  and  much  of  the 
action  is  told  in  the  quaintly  precise 
words  of  her  diary.  The  family  moves 
to  Illinois,  where  Mr.  Stafford  hopes  to 
find  kindlier  ears  for  the  message  he  feels 
it  his  duty  to  impart.  There  they  meet 
with  so  many  adventures  that  conscien- 
tious Mercy  Rose  is  often  obliged  to 
write  far  beyond  the  place  marked 
"Spiritual  Meditations." 

And,  of  course,  it  ends  happily. 

Josephine  O'Brien. 


'Why  didn't  you  take  a  taxi  on  your  dale?" 
'My  woman  doesn't  look  well  in  yellow." 
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Shy  ^  outh — Do  you  love  me? 
Pretty  Alaiden — I  love  everybody. 
Shy  Youth — Aw!     Let  God  do  that 
-we  should  specialize. 

PeVuan. 


"Kiss   me,   my   fool." 
"Hell,  lady,  I'm  no  fc 

ml. 

I'm 

a  sailor." 
Puppet. 

"What's  the  technical 
ing?" 

"Sheet  music." 

G 

wor 
ceil 

d  for  snor- 
Gander. 

This  week's  prize  goes  to  the  girl  who 
wants  to  know  who  this  guy  Sig  McKigh 
is  whose  sweetheart  everyone  is  singing 
about. 


"What  will  you  have,  sir?" 
"A  toasted  cheese  sandwich." 
"On  toast,  sir?" 
"No,  bring  it  in  on  horseback." 

Chanticleer. 


Jones  went  to  the  picture  show  the 
other  night  and  saw  "The  Purple  Gar- 
ment." Came  home  and  slept  in  purple 
pajamas. 

The  next  night  he  saw  the  "Black 
Mantle."  Came  home  and  slept  in  his 
black  night  shirt. 

A  night  later  he  saw  "The  Follies." 

Now  the  durned  fool  is  about  to  die 
with  pneumonia. 

Ranger. 
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"How  does  Rose  like  your  new  mous- 
tache?" 

"Darn  it,  I  forgot  to  show  it  to  her." 
Punch  Bowl. 


Modern    Small    Girl — Mother,    what 
the  hell  does  "blush"  mean? 

OctrjpUS. 


She — "Every  time  I  come  to  Minne- 
sota I  have  to  change  to  my  heavy  un- 
dies.    You  know,  I'm  from  Georgia." 

He — "That  so?    I'm  from  Missouri." 

She— "Sir!!!" 

Skl-U-Mah. 


"A  void  to  the  vise  is  sufficient,"  said 
the  Jew  as  he  pushed  the  professor  into 
the  Grand  Canyon. 

Yelloic  Jacket. 


When  her  father  snaps  on  the  parlor 
light  and  there  she  is  in  some  ridiculous 
position  on  your  lap,  be  nonchalant  .... 
but  don't  light  a  ^lurad,  light  out! 


Another  little  Senator's  daughter  putting  a  motion  before  the  house. 

Jack  o'  Lantern. 


PURPLE 
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^T  THE  MASQUERADE 

Lady  Cynthia Milord,  you're  a  perfect  Chesterfield... 

LORD  CHESTERFIELD Milady,  every  Chesterfield  is  perfect! 


Chesterfield  cigarettes  are  mild  . . .  not  strong  or  harsh.  cross-blended  in  a  different  way  from  other  cigarettes  and 

Chesterfield  cigarettes  have  character.,  .they  are  not  the  blend  can' t  he  copied. 
insipid  or  tasteless.  They  are  MILD  .  .  .  yes,  mild  enough  for  anybody  .  .  . 

The  tobaccos  in  Chesterfield  cigarettes  are  blended  and  and  yet .  .  .  they  SATISFY. 


S  TOBACCO  CO. 
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HIE   YOURSELF 
TO  THE 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 

FOR  A  REALLY  GOOD  MEAL 
OF  YOUR  OWN  SELECTION 

Self  Service  Operated  by  the 

North  Shore 
Hotel 


DODGE 
BROTHERS 

MOTOR  CARS 
C.  M.  McDonald 

1019  Davis  Street        University  224 


^^^^^■■^^^M^^^irfM^^ 


Popular  Travel  Fallacies 

1.  That  all  Englishmen  wear  mon- 
ocles and  say  "By  Jove!" 

2.  That  sea-sickness  can  be  controlled 
by  will  power. 

3.  That  customs  officials  tear  out  the 
linings  of  your  baggage  and  search 
the  seams  of  your  unmentionables 
for  contraband  jewels,  etc. 

4.  That  all  French  waiters  speak  jar- 
gon English. 

5.  That  all  American  tourists  in  Eu- 
rope are  drunk  or  school  teachers. 

6.  That  anyone  who  visits  Paris  be- 
comes morally  depraved. 

7.  That  the  women  of  Spain  are  the 
most  beautiful  and  the  most  amo- 
rous of  any  in  the  world. 

8.  That  one  never  sees  the  sun  in 
London. 

9.  That  if  one  sits  for  a  day  at  a  table 
on  a  certain  sidewalk  on  the  Rue  de 
la  Pays,  or  something,  one  will 
meet  all  of  one's  acquaintances  in 
the  world. 

:o.    That  one  should  see  America  first. 

C. 


"Johnnie,  distinguish  between  habits 
and  customs." 

"Well,  Dad  said  that  the  Canadian 
habits  are  fine,  but  the  customs  are  just 
Hell." 


For  Spring 

The  NeAv  Ideas  in 
Suits  and  Topcoats 

By  KUPPENHEIMER 

THE  GRAD 

A  3  Button  University  Type  Suit. 

THE  GRID 

A  Long  Model  Topcoat  Authentic 
in  Style  for  University  Men. 

E,  S,  EHMEN 

2  Doors  North  of  Varsity  Theatre 
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Tom  Robinson  says: 
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I'm  Proud  of 
Northwestern 

Proud  of 
My  Team- 
Proud  of 
MY  ROYAL 
SUIT  OF 
CLOTHES" 


WORLD'S  GREATEST 
CLOTHES  VALUE 


/    'i 


r  Aj 


Every  man  in  Northwestern 
should  be  ROYALLY  dressed 
— just  as  Tom  is.  Every  man 
should  select  now  his 


ROYAL 
SUIT  and 

TOPCOAT 


from  the  many  hundreds  of 
styles  and  patterns  ROYAL 
has  to  offer.  There's  a  wide 
choice  of  cloths — cashmeres, 
cheviots,  hard  and  soft  fin- 
ished jworsteds,  fancy  shadow 
striped  mixtures,  etc. 


ONLY  PRICES 


as  'M^  8^* 


Fine 
Quality 


Extra  Fine 
Quality 


Super  Fine 
Quality 


Due  ROYAL  Tailors  Inc. 

IN  I0,000  CITIES 


This  Spring  be  dressed  Right  —  Royally- 


1641  Orrington  Avenue 
EVANSTON 

Open  Tuesday,  Thursday  &  Saturday  Evenings 


29 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


To  Europe 


and  return 
for  as  little  as 


3 


C  a  mile! 


Round  Trip  Steamer  Passage 

$184.50(up) 

(TOURIST  THIRD  CABIN) 

That  is  actually  the  rate  you  pay  on  some  of  our 
ships  for  the  round-trip  passage — including  meals 
and  berth.  Can  you  think  of  any  comparable 
transportation  anj^where  that  offers  so  much  for 
so  little?  Think  of  booking  TOURIST  Third 
Cabin  on  a  liner  like  the  "Majestic,"  the  world's 
largest  steamer — or  on  the"01ympic,"  "Homeric," 
"Belgenland,"  etc!  If  you  wish  to  travel  more 
luxuriously,  you  can  of  course  apply  for  accom- 
modations in  First  Class,  Cabin  or  Second  Cabin. 

■      MAKE  YOUR  ARRANGEMENTS  NOW 

by  applying  to  your  nearest  local  agent  or 

WHITE  STAR  LINE     -     RED  STAR  LINE 

ATLANTIC  TRANSPORT  LINE 
INTERNATIONAL  MERCANTILE   MARINE   CO. 

180  North  Michigan  Ave.,  CHICAGO,  ILL. 

Telephone  :     RANDOLPH  6840 


Spring  Suits 

An  advance  showing  of 
Spring  Suits  and  Top 
Coats  in  smart  fabrics — 


$30 


00 


Extra  pair  of  Trousers 

$750 

Final  Neckwear  clearance 

Values  n°"— n^o 
65c 

BROWNING  KING  &CO. 

Phone:  Univ.  9054  526  Davis  St. 
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"Saturday  Post"  Sales  Boy — Buy  a 
Postj  mister,  and  read  all  about  Lind- 
bergh. 

The  Lone  Eagle — Why,  I'm  Lind- 
bergh, sonnv. 

"S.  P."  'S.  B.—Yeh  ?  Then  maybe 
you'd  like  to  read  about  Greta  Garbo, 
or  is  she  your  mother? 


Stude — "How  much  is  that  hat?" 
Clerk — "Ten  dollars." 
Stude — "Where  are  the  holes?" 
Clerk— "What  holes?" 
Stude — "The  holes  for  the  ears  of  the 
ass  who  would  pay  that  much  for  it." 
Lyre. 


"Would  you  kiss  me  if  I  was  under 
the  mistletoe?" 

"Girl,  I'd  kiss  you  if  you  were  under 
quarantine." 

Oivl. 


Beggar :     Will  you  kindly  give  me  a 
dime  for  a  sandwich? 

Scotch  :    Let's  see  the  sandwich. 

Lafayette  Lyre. 


(Scratching)  "How  do  you  get  rid  of 
these  damn  cooties?" 

"That's  easy.  Take  a  bath  in  sand 
and  rub  down  in  alcohol.  The  cooties 
get  drunk  and  kill  each  other  throwing 
rocks." 

Purple  Cow. 


WHEN    YOU  THINK.  OF    FLOWERS 

f ^^^«        .  THINK.    OF 


"'EvTN^sTo^Vr-     Phone  URiversity632y54Z 

FLOWERS  BY  TELEGRAPH 


A  Typing  Service  for  Faculty 
and  Students 

EVANSTON  LETTER  SERVICE 

Multigraphing,  Mimeographing,  Typing 
Addressing,  Folding,  Mailing 


HARRIET  E.  RICHARDSON  620   DAVIS  STREET 

Telephone  University  6145  Above  DuBreuil's 


PURPLE 
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nTHE  mauve  nineties  when  under- 
graduates wore  Chester  A.  Arthur 
whiskers  and  only  a  statistician 
could  tell  you  what  the  girls  wore, 
it  was  customary  to  sit  on  the  fence 
and  barber-shop  about  the  joys  of 
"seeing  Nellie  home."  These  were 
the  days  when  dates  and  prime  beef 
were  on  the  hoof,  with  possibly  a 
w^ind-blown  livery  horse  as  a  Sunday 
high-light. 

Times    have    changed;    so    have 
methods  of  transportation; 
so  have  girls,  so  have  names, 
since  the  immortal  failure 
to  do  right  by  our  Nell. 

One  thing  remains  the 
same — the  feminine  de- 
sire to  be  just  one  step 
ahead.  You  know — to  ask 
sweetly,  "O,  did  you  motah 
ovah?  —  W^e  flew."  Here, 
Kitty,  Kitty. 


But  we  digress,  for  after  all  there 
is  but  one  Emily  Post  and  our  mis- 
sion is  the  sale  of  aeroplanes,  not  a 
study  of  debutante  psychology. 

One  of  the  COMMAND-AIRE'S 
strongest  features  is  stability.  It  is 
the  only  plane  in  which  complete 
control  is  maintained  at  stall  speed. 
This  answers  the  two  burning  ques- 
tions of  every  beginner — "Suppose 
the  engine  stalls"  and  ""Isn't  it  hard 
to   land.'"    (We   have   photographs 


proving  that  the  plane  will  guide 
itself  while  the  pilot  rides  the  fuse- 
lage.) 

The  cowling  of  the  cockpit  is  so 
well  designed  that  a  helmet  is  not 
necessary  except  for  street  wear, 
and  one  may  even  be  nonchalant 
and  light  a  Murad  while  flying. 

In  appearance,  the  COMMAND- 
AIRE  has  the  lines  of  a  greyhound 
and  the  shining  efficiency  of  a  cus- 
tom job.  Yet  the  price  is  but  $3,2  50 
f.  o.  b.  Little  Rock. 

Write  for  booklet  giv- 
ing full  description  and 
watch  for  the  COM- 
MAND-AIRE  demon- 
stration at  the  University. 


COMMAND-AIRE,  INC.,   Litile  Rock,  Arkansas 

COMMAND-AIRE- 


Local  Distributor:  AVIATION  SERVICE  &  TRANSPORT  COMPANY,  2807  So.  Micliigan  Avenue,  Chicago 
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EYES  THAT  CHARM 

^re  =5\o*  impaired  by  Qlasses 
of  the  'Himless  Type 

cyHELL  rims  are  popular  for  sport,  for 
desk  work  or  for  reading  comfort.  Yet 
wherever  people  gather  and  wish  to  look  well, 
the  rimless  styles,  the  Colonial,  the  Oval,  the 
Leaf,  and  above  all  the  Puritan,  are  favored. 

Aimer  Goe  &  Company 

Scientific  Opticians 
1645  Orrington  Avenue 

Orrington  at  Church  Street 


*'No  Other  Restaurant 

is  as  well  prepared  to  serve 
the  students  with  good 
food    for    little   money." 


University  Restaurant 

Wieboldt  Hall  <^  McKinlock  Campus 


Fountain  Service  <^*^  Candies 
Cigars     c^     o^      Cigarettes 


"Look  at  that  couple — since  they've 
married  they've  actually  gotten  shorter." 

"Of  course — they  married  and  settled 
down !" — Phoenix. 


Near-sighted  Old  Man  (eating  a  box 
of  loose-leaf  reinforcements)  :  Well,  by 
heck,  these  Life  Savers  don't  taste  like 
they  used  to. — Banter. 


Edward:  You  are  the  sunshine  of 
my  life !  You  alone  reign  in  my  heart. 
Without  you  life  is  but  a  dreary  cloud. 

Eva:  Is  this  a  proposal  or  a  weather 
report  ? — Wasp. 


Lee:     You  are  the  light  of  my  life. 

Lauralee:  Ah,  yes,  and  if  you  would 
forsake  me  I  would  go  out — with  other 
men. — Claw. 


Allan:  What  ever  made  you  marry 
such  an  atrocious  woman? 

Alan:     Why,  she's  my  soul  mate. 

Allan:  Well,  may  God  have  mercy 
on  your  soul. — Panther. 


Wife:  Tomorrow  is  the  tenth  anni- 
versary of  our  wedding.  Shall  I  kill  the 
turkey  ? 

Husband :  Why,  what  did  he  have 
to  do  with  it? — Log. 


UP  and  DOWN 

Kotz  does  not  put  a  higher  price  on  his  shoes  at 
one  time  of  the  year,  planning  a  lower  price  later. 
Kotz'  policy  features  one  low  price  always. 

Early  Spring  styles   are   here  — 

For  MEN  and  WOMEN 


All 

One 

Price ! 


$ 


5 


Worth 
Much 
More! 


Hosiery 

Specials 

Extra  Long- 

—Guaranteed 

Perfect 

Full  fashioned  chiffon 

$110 

worth  $1.50... 

Full  fashioned  ( 

'hiffon  picot  top, 

$129 

worth  $1.75    ,. 

Kotz  Shoe  Stores 

619  Davis  Street 

OPEN  S4TI  RD4\   I  NTIL  10  P.  M. 
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Instructor:  What  do  you  think  mis- 
sionaries in  South  Africa  should  teach 
the  cannibals  first? 

Student  Way  in  Back:  To  be  vege- 
tarians, sir. — Phoenix. 


About  the  only  thing  that  can  make  a 
freshman  think  fast  on  his  feet  is  a  cafe- 
teria.— Sun  Dial. 


Teacher:  Use  the  word  Gunga  Din 
in  a  sentence. 

John:  If  you  lose  your  ticket  for  the 
game,  how're  you  Gunga  Din. — Banter. 


Coo:  They  tell  me  college  men  can't 
work  their  way  to  Europe  on  cattle 
boats  any  more. 

Lidge:     Why  is  that? 

Coo:    The  cattle  objected. — Bison. 


"Just  between  you  and  me  and  the 
lamp  post,  what  do  you  see  in  that 
girl?" 

"Not  a  thing.  But  with  the  girl  be- 
tween me  and  the  lamp  post — well, 
that's  a  different  story." — Wasp. 


Co-ed:  Have  you  Prince  Albert  in 
cans? 

Drug  Store  Clerk:    Yes. 

Co-ed:  Why  don't  you  let  him  out? 
• — Claw. 

mgsmilllSlEHIlliBfflHBllHlJSaEBffiBSlllllllllHHllHaHSlBHlHHEE 


The  Georgian  Hotel 

Hinman  and  Davis  Streets 
EVANSTON,  ILLINOIS 


,<=aT©t*, 


An  Address 
of  Distinction 


Be  at  home  away 
from  home.  We  solicit 
your      patronage. 


BaSlElBilBBEllliBBSlliailBEHBBBnilHlBIBailBiSIBHliaEfflfflfflBIB 
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in  the 

Beautiful  Marine  Dining 
Room 

of  the 

EDGEWATER  BEACH 
HOTEL 

IT  Every  Friday  Night  is  TI                       IT  Ted  Fiorito  and  His  Tl 

-4     Fraternity  Niglit.  also     !>-               -<      Famous   Orchestra      }■- 

X  Northwestern  Night.  JT                      TL  Plays    Every    Night.   J 

Dancing  until  one  o'clock  every  Friday 

HEWS 

Stands  for 

High  Standards, 
Quality 

and  Cleanliness 
in  Food 

616  Church  Street 


Maid:  Where  is  Dr.  Jekyll?  The 
collector  is  here  for  another  payment  on 
the  radio. 

Mrs.  Jekyll:  He's  down  in  the  cellar 
Hydeing. — Octopus. 


'%^^ 


'30:  What  Scottish  engineer  had  a 
type  of  road  named  after  him? 

'29 :  Say,  are  you  trying  to  maca  dam 
fool  of  me? 


'a 


^ft^ 


Want  to  see  a  prize  fight? 
No,  I'd  rather  see  a  movie. 
Whatsa  matter  with  a  fight? 
Well,  I  like  reel  entertainment, 


'^^^ 


not  the  scraps. 


"Does  your  mother  object  to  kiss- 
ing?" 

"I  really  couldn't  say.  Hasn't  she 
given  you  any  encouragement?" 


'^te^ 


She  (stamping  her  foot)  :     Stop! 

He:  Peculiar  that  horses  and  women 
are  the  only  ones  who  stamp  their  feet. 

She :  Not  so  peculiar !  They're  the 
only  ones  with  horse  sense ! 


mini:  Oh,  yes,  Chicago  and  Illinois 
are  great  friends. 

N.  U. :  Uh,  huh,  we  grate  on  each 
other,  too. 


Soph :     He's  a  good  speaker. 
Senior :     Yes,  geometrically  speaking. 
Soph  :     How  so  ? 

Senior :     Always  going  off  on  a  tan- 
gent. 


'^^ 


The:  I'm  going  over  and  talk  to  that 
telephone  girl. 

Class :  What  telephone  girl  ?  Oh  ! 
^  ou  mean  Information. 

The:  Yes,  that's  it.  ^liss  Informa- 
tion. 
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^Tolks,  how  can  I  make  Whoopee 
up  here  .  .  .  when  down  in  front 
the   ^coughers'   are   whooping?" 


EDDIE    CANTOR 

Premier   American  come. 

in  the  glo- 


P.  Lorillard  Co.,  Eat.  1760 


''Maybe  the  audience  would  be  grateful  if  I  stepped 
to  the  footlights  some  night  and  voiced  the  above 
protest  about  the  'coughing  chorus'  down  in  front. 
"But  that  wouldn't  be  kind  and  it  wouldn't  be  just. 
The  cougher  doesn't  cough  in  public  on  purpose. 
He  can't  help  it.  It  embarrasses  him  as  much  as  it 
annoys  his  neighbors. 

"What  he  needs,  to  avoid  that  throat  tickle,  is  an 
introduction  to  OLD  GOLDS." 


£X<>--^  ^^^-^-^^^^^^ 


Why    not    a    cough    in    a     carload? 

Old  Gold  CigareUes  are  blended  from  heart-leaf  tobacco,  the 
finest  Nature  grows.  Selected  for  silkiness  and  ripeness  from 
the  heart  of  the  tobacco  plant.  Aged  and  mellowed  extra 
long  in  a  temperature  of  mid- July  sunshine  to  insure  that 
honey-like  smoothness. 


eat    a    chocolate  .  .  .  light    an    Old     Gold 


and     enjoy    both! 


Open  6  A.M.  lo  7:45  P.M. 
Including  Sundays 


Everyone  Likes 
the  Plaza 

From  the  very  moment  you  first  enter 
the  Plaza,  you  feel,  instinctively,  that 
here  is  an  eating  place  you're  going  to 
like. 

And  then — tasting  the  delicious  food 
and  noting  its  moderate  price  —  you, 
too,  become  from  then  on  a  con- 
firmed devotee! 

LIBRARY  PLAZA 

CAFETERIA 

In  the  Library  Plaza  Hotel 

Orrington  Avenue  just  South  of  Church  Street 
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Before  you  dep 

on  that  Easter  vaca 
tion,  give  the  '' 
•^ang"  at  horn 
treat  for  sore  e 
by  outfitting  your 
completely  for  Ea 


art 


Id 


a 


self 


ster 


at 


ROSENBERG'S 

I  (AVIS  STREET— DOWNTOWN  EVANSTON 


"The  Business  College  with  a 
University  Atmosphere" 

PREPARE  for  a  business  career  at  the  only 
Business  College  in  the  West  which  re- 
quires every  student  to  be  at  least  a  four-year 
High  School  graduate. 

Beginning  on  the  first  of  April,  July,  October, 
and  January,  we  conduct  a  special,  complete, 

intensive,  three-tnofiths*  course  in 

stenography  which  is  open  to 

College  Graduates  and 
Undergraduates  Only 

Enrollments  for  this  course  must  be  made 
before  the  opening  day — preferably  some  time 
in  advance,  to  be  sure  of  a  place  in  the  class. 
Stenography  opens  the  way  to  independence, 
and  is  a  very  great  help  in  any  position  in 
life.  The  ability  to  take  shorthand  notes  of 
lectures,  sermons,  conversation,  and  in  many 
other  situations  is  a  great  asset. 

BULLETIN  ON  REQUEST 
No    Solicitors    Employed 

PAUL  MOSER,  J.  D.  Ph.  B.,  President 

116  South  Michigan  Avenue 

Randolph  4347  12lh  Floor  Chicago,  Illinois 

In  the  Day  School  Girls  Only  are  Enrolled 


I  (3404  B)  I 


"Why  are  you  writing  that  book?" 
"It  seems  the  novel   thing  to  do."- 
F  ant  her. 


'^^ 


Burglar  (in  monument  store)  :  Say, 
is  dis  a  practical  joke,  or  did  Jake  give 
me  de  wrong  address? — Octopus. 


''S^m,^ 


"What's  Everett  looking  so  dejected 
about?" 

"Remember  his  pet  elephant?  It  died 
yesterday." 

"But  I  didn't  know  he  was  so  at- 
tached to  it." 

"No,  but  you  should  have  seen  the 
burial  charges." — Pointer. 


The  homely  but  well-dressed  Mary 
says,  "I  guess  clothes  don't  make  the 
man." — Octopus. 


'^^C 


"Vou  look  ill.  Or  is  it  just  a  case  of 
low  spirits?" 

"I  am  ill — because  of  a  case  of  bum 
spirits." — Pointer. 


BOB-O-LINK 

TEA  AND  SANDVV^ICH  SHOP 

155  East  Chicago  Avenue 

Catering     to     Northwestern     Students 

LUNCHEON  40c  DINNER  75c 

Tuesday  and  Thursday 
SPECIAL  CHICKEN  DINNER 

Under  management  of  The  Interstate  Co. — a  National  Institution 
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If  letter  writing 
is  your   specialty 

You  can't  be  too  fastidious  in  your  choice 
of  stationery.  Your  friends  judge  you  by 
the  note  book  paper  you  write  on.  Begin 
now — make  your  stationery  express  -jou. 

In  our  Gift  Shop  you  will  find  &.  truly 
delightful    selection    oi"    stationery. 

N.  U.  CRESTED  PAPER 

OtaivdLer's 


ki 


/buntaiTh  Square 


Li 


^  Complete 
Service  for 
"your  Car 


Let  Evanston's  largest  and 
most  complete  garage  take 
over  the  storage  and  mainte- 
nance of  your  car. 

Courteous,  prompt  expe- 
rienced service  in  a  central, 
convenient  location. 


f 


Oiling,  Greasing 
Storage,  Simonizing 
Washing,  Repairs 


I 


"She 

Service  Garage 


1  725  Sherman  Ave. 

Greenleaf  4850-4851 
Opposite  Varsity  Theater 


g^f^ry 


IH 


E>ery  few  years  it  is  dis- 
covered readers  have 
ehanged  radically  the 
fashions  in  magazines 
and  books.  The  suo- 
cessfnl  magazine  today- 
is  one  that  anticipates 
I  he  modern  reader. 
f'.oLLEGE  Humor,  you 
will  find,  is  often  a  lit- 
tle impudent,  but  its 
manners  are  perfect. 
It  is  a  colorful,  gay 
record  of  contemporary 
youth,  alv^ays  spiked 
v»ith  surprises  and  fre- 
quently touched  with 
tenderness.  ^  ou  arc 
invited  to  let  it  enter- 
tain you. 


^1^ 


««   : 


TRJJMP 
Shirj  f 

Bbpadcloth 
v^ukAK9QW 
COLLAE^ 


Wi^^ 


ARROW 

COLLARS 
SHIRTS 

underwear 
handkerchief; 


